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Enter Xing Hee ts na, 


Nor bruiſe her Flowrets with the armed Hoofs © + 

_ Of Hoſtile Paces, Thoſe oppoſed Eyes, = Bm 1 3 

"Which like the Metcorsof a 8 

Mat one Nature, of one Subſtanet bret. 
_ 'Did ately meet in the inteſtine ſhock, c on 57 . 
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ACT I. SCENE T. 


moclamd. and other 7. 5 | 

King HENRY. >, 85 1 

O ſhakenas we are, ſo wan with Care, 0 by 

Find wea time for trighted Peace to x41 1 

And breath ſhort winded dccents of new ai Y 

To be cominenc'd in Strands afartemote. 285 5 ED 
No more the thirſty Entrails of this Soil 

Shall dam her Lips wich her own Childreis Need 1 

No more ſhall trenching War channel OY”, 


—” ö 2 
414% 4 


— 


7 ns 
1 


tlio in mutual well-beſceming Ranks 

| larch ail one way, and be no more oppos d 
Againſt Acquaintance, Kindred, and Allies; 
pe edge of War, like an ill · ſneathed Knife, 
s far as to the Sepulchre of Chriſt, 

hoſe Soldiers now, under whoſe bleſſed Croſs 

We are impreſſed, and engag'd to fight, 

Forth with a power of Engliſh ſhall we levy, 
Whoſe arms were moulded in their Mother's womb 
Io chaſe theſe Pagans in thoſe holy Fields, 

Over whoſe Acres walk'd thoſe bleſſed Feet 
Wich fourteen hundred Years ago were nail'd 
For our advantage on the bitter Croſs. 
Aut this dur purpoſe is a Twelvemonth old, 

And bootleſs tis to tell you we will go: 5 

Therefore we meet not now. Then let me heard 

Ot you my gentle Couſin Weſtmorland, 

What yeſternight our Council did decree, 

In forwarding this dear Expedience. 15 

Weſt. My Liege, this haſte was hot in queſtion, 


But yeſternight: When all athwart there came 
A poſt from Vales, loaden with heavy News; 
© Whole worſt was, That the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the Men of Herefordſhire to fight, 
Againſt the irregular and wild Glendower, ; 
Wuas by the rude Hands of that Welſhman taken, 
And a thouſand of his 43, as butchered : | 
Upon whoſe dead Corps there was ſuch miſuſe, 
Buch beaſtly, ſhameleſs Transformation, 
= By thoſe Web women done, as may not be, 
Without much ſhame, re-toldor ſpoken of. 


"Break off our Buſineſs for the Holy Land? 


Came from the Nor-, and thus it did report: 
0a. Holy -rood Day, tbe gallant Hor. pur there, 
Poung Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 
Tust ever valiant and approved Scot, 2 


x. H E NR Y IV. d 


No mote ſhall cyt his Maſter, Theretore, Friend, 


And many limits ot the Charge ſet down nn 


X. Henry. It feeme then, that the tidings of this Broil 


- 


m This, match'd with other like; my gracious 
© Far more unevenandunwelcome Nervs (Lord,. 


4 | 
Sir FOHN FALSTAFF. 
At Holmedon met, where they did 9 
A ſad and bloody Hour: | 1 40725 
As by diſcharge of their Artillery - cle 
And ſhape of Fikelihood the News * told. * 
For he Hat brought them, in the very Beat ; 
And pride of their Content ion, did take Horſe, + - 
Uncertain of the Iſſue any way. F 
K. Henry. Here is adear and true induſtrious Friend, - | 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his Horſe, 
Stain'd with the variation of each Soil, 04 
Betwixt the Holmedon, and this feat of ours: . - 
And he hath brought us ſmooth welcome News, . 
The Earl of Dowglas is diſcomfited, TOS 
Ten thouſand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights 
Bath d in their own Blood did Sir Walter ee 
On Hilmedon's Plains. Ot Priſoners, Hot-ſpur took: 
Mordak lot Fife, and eldeſt Son 
To beaten Dow:las, and the Earl of At. ol, © 
Of Murry, An; gus, and Menteith. | 
And isnot this an Honourable Spoil? | 
A gallant prize? Ha, Couſin, is it not? In faith ith 1, 
"Ow Conqueſt for a Prince to boaſt ot. 
Henry. Vea there thou mak ſt me fad, and mak 


— that my Lord Northumberland | (mein, 
Should be the Father of ſo bleſt a Son; Þ 
A Son, whois the Theam of Honour's Tongue: {2 


Amongſt a Grove, the very ſtreighreſt Plant, 

Who is ſweet Fortune's Minion, and her Pride: 

Whilſt I by looking on the Praiſe ot him, 

See Riot and Diſhonour ſtainthe Brow 

Of my young Harry. O that it could be prov'd, £1 

That ſome Night-trippi ng Fairy had exchang'd, ö 22 
ildren where they ay, > 56 


To Cradle Cloaths, our 
And call'd mine Percy, his Plantagenet;  ' + © hq 
Then would | have his Harry, and he mine. ** 4 


But let him from thoughts. What think you; 

Of this young — os pride? The Priſoners, 92 "> 
Which he in his Adventure hath ſurpriddt. 
To his own uie he keeps, and ſends me ond 

. — 8 but ann Earl ot Fife. 
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At#indfr, ſo iu fu m the Lords, 


was „ „ee eds — age. 4 — — 423 _— — a IE => Py — = 


= Thieves of the Day's Beauty. 
= wes, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moon: 


Welt. This is his Uncle's teaching, this is #orcefler, - 
Malevolentto you in all 8 . 
Which makes him rrune himſeit, and briſtle up 
The Creft of Youth 2gainſt your Dignity. 

EK. Hen. But I have ſent for him to anſwer this; 
And for this Cauſe a while we muſt negle& | 


Our holy Purpoſe to Feruſalem, 


Cauzin, on Wedneſday next, our Council we will hold 


+. 


But come your ſelf with ſpeed to us again; 
For more is to be ſaid, and to be done, 


Than 2 of 4 nger can be uttered, > 
Weſt. I will, ray Liege. Exonnt. 
Wa 1 ENE I. 0 | 
Enter Henry Prince of Wales, and Sir John Falſtaff. 
Fal. Now Hal, what time of the Day is it, Lad? 

p. Harry. Thou art ſo fat-witted with drinking of old 
Sack and unbuttoning thee after Supper, and ſleeping up- 
on Benches in the Afternoon, that thou haſt forgotten io 
demand truly, which thou would 'ſt truly know, W hat 
a Devil haſt thou to do with the time of the Day? unleſs 


— were Cups of Sack, and Minutes Capons, and 


* the Tongues of Bawds, and Dials the Signs of 
Leaping-Houſes; and the bleſſed Sun himſelf a fair hot 
Wench in flame colour d Taffata; I fee po reaſon why 
thou ſhouidft be ſo ſuperfluous, to demand the time of 


the Day. 


Fal. Indeed you come near me now, Hal; For we 
that take Purſes, go by the Moon and ſeven Stars, and not 
by Phabus, he, that wandring Knight ſo fair. And | pray 
thee, fweet Wag, whenthou art King, as God fave thy 
Grace, Majeſty I ſhould fay, for Grace thou wilt have 
none. 

P. Henry, W hat! none? 

Fal. No, not fo much as will ſerve to be Prologue ts 

„Henry. ell, t ? come . 
Fal. Marry then, fweer Wag, when thou art King, 
let not us that are Squires of the Night's Body, be call d 
Let us be Diana s Forele 


and 


 SFFOAN FALST AFF. 7 
and let me lay, we be men of good Government, being 
vern'd as the Sea is, hy our noble and chaſt Miſtreſs the 
oon, under whote Countenance we ſteal. «12+ 
P. Henry. Thou fay'ſt-well, and it holds well toa; for 
the Fortune of us that are the Moon's men, doth ebb and 
flow like the Sea being govern'd as the Sea is, by the 
2 5 —.— now; 22 of Gold _ -4 
h'd on Monday night, and moſt diſſolute 
ſpent — Tuſday Morning; got with ſwearing, Laid by 
and ſpent r ring in: now in as low an Ebb, 
as the foot of the r; and by and by in as high a flow 
as the ride of the Gallows. | 
gal. Thou fay'ft true, Lad: And is not my Hoſteſs of 
Taverna moſt ſweet Wench ? 
p. Henry As is the Honey, my old Lad of the Cattle, 


and is not a Buff Jerk in a moſt ſweet Robe of durar.ce ? | 


Fal. How, how? How now mad Wag: What 
ia thy Quipsand thy Quiddities? What a plague have I 
to do with a Buſt Jerkin ? | 
F. Henry. Why what a poz have I todo with my Ho- 
1 n | 
Fal. Well, t d her to a reckoning many a 
time and oft. 
P. Henry. Did I ever call thee to prey thy part? 
Fal. No, l N give thee thy due, thou halt paid all there, 
P. Henry. Yea, and elſewh-re, ſo far as my Coin would 
ſtretch ; where it would not, I have us'd my Credit. 
Fal. Yea, and fo us d it, that were it here appa- 
rent, that thou art Heir apparent But I prithee 
fweet Wag, ſhall there be a Gallows ſtanding in England 
when thou art King ? and Reſolution thus ſobh d ad iris, 
with the ruſty. curb of old Father Antick the law ? Do 
not thou when thou art a King, hanga Thief, | 
Pi. Henry. No, thou ſhalt. JIN | 
| 9 O rare! 4 we. Judge. 
P. Henry. Thou judgeſt © already ; I mean, 
ſhalt have the hanging of the Thieves, and ſo Sy 
OI: n . "© 24 . 
' Fal, Well, Hal, well; and in ſome ſort it jumps with 
my humour, as well as waiting in the Cour t I can tel] roa. 
Pi. Henry. x" Suit? 2 
+ + Fai. 


4 


k. HE NET Iv. and 


Ful Yes, For obtaining of Suits, whereof the Hang- 
man hath no lean Wardrobe, I am as Ms. as 4 
Gyb-Cat, ora Lugg'd Bear. 

P. Henry. Or an old Lion, or a Lovers Lute. 

Fal. Yea, or the Drone of a Lincolnſhire Pagpipe. 

P. Henry. What ſay ſt thou to Hare, or the Melancholy 

of a Moor Ditch? 

Fal. Thou haſt the moſt waves Similes, and art 
indeed the molt comparative raſcalleſt ſweet you 

Prince. But, Hal, I prithee trouble me no more wi with 
3 I would thou and I knew, where a Commodity 

ot good Names were to be bought: An old Lord of the 

Council rated me the other day in the Street, about you, 

Sir, but I mark d him not, and yet he talk; d very witely, 
dut l regarded him not; and yet he talk d N and in 

the Street too. 

P. Henry. Thou didſt well; for no Man ds it. 
Fal. O, thou haſt damnable Iteration, and art indeed 
ble to corrupt a Saint. Thou haſt done — harm un- 
to me, Hal, God forgive thee for it. Before I knew thee, 

Hal, I knew nothing; and now I am, it a Man ſhould 
Jpeak truly, little better than one of the Wicked. I muſt 

give over this Life, and 1 will give it over; an I do not, 1 

. ama Villain. Ill be damned bh never a King's Son in 

Hbriſtendom. 

| 7 P. Henry. Where ſhall we. take a Purſe to morrow, 

ace? 

Fal. Where thou wilt, Led, PII make one; an 1 do 

not, call me Villain, and baffle me. 

F. Henry, I ſee a good Amendment of Life in thee, 

| Praying to Purſe-taking, 

Fal. Why, Hal, tis my Vocation, Hal. 'The no. ig 
for a Man to labour in his Vocation. | . 

Enter Poins. 

Point. Now ſhall we know if Gads-hill have ſet a 
Watch. O, if Men were to be ſaved by Merit, what 
Hole in Hell were hot enough for him? This is the moſt 

omnipotent Villain, that ever cry 'd, Stand to nue Man. 

F. Henry. Good morrow, Ned. - 4 ä 

Poins. Good morrow, ſweet Hal. Wins s Mon- 


8 
8 


. 


2 Remorſe? What ye Sir _ Sack . Sugar? 


- Jack! * 


| 1 
— 


Sir 7O HN FALSTAFF. 5 
Jack! How agrees the Devil and thee about thy Sou], 
that thou ſoldeſt him on Good-Friday laſt, for a Cup of 
Madera, and a cold Capons Leg? N. | 1 

Pi. Henry. Sir John ſtands to his Word, the De vil ſhall 
have his Bargain, for he was never yet a breaker of Pro- 
verbs; He will give the Devil his due. O91 

Poins. Then art thou dawn'd for keeping thy Word 
with the Devil. | OY 
P. Henry. Elſe he had been damn d for cozening the Devil. 

. Poins, But, my Lads, my Lads, to morrow Morning, 
by four a Clock early at Gads-hill, there are Pilgrims po- 

. Ing to Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders riding 
to London with fat Purſes: I have Vizards tor you all; 
you have Horſes for your ſelves; Gads-hilllyes io night in 

Noc heſter. ] have beſpoke Supper to morrow in Eaſft-cheaps 
we may do it as ſecure as ſleep: It you will go, 1 will 
Stuff your Purſes full of Crowns; it you will not, tarry 
at home and be hang c. * 
Fal. Hear ye Yedward, if I tarry at home, and go not, 
Il hang you for going. | io 
Poins. You will Chops £ * 
Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one? 
P, Henry, Who, I rob? 1 a Thief? not J. 
Fal. There's neither Honeſty, Manhood, nor ad 
Fellowſhip in thee, nor thou cam'ſt not of the- 2 
Royal, it thou dar'ſt not bid ſtand for ten Shillings. - © * 
P. Henry. Well then, once in my Days I'll be a madcap. - 
Fal. Why, that's well faid. 
P. Henry. Well, come what will, 2 — home. 
Fal. 1'll bea Traitor then, when thou art King. f 


P. Henry. I care not. $174; 
Poins. Sir Fohn, I prithee leave the Prince and me al- 


one, I will lay him dow/yn ſuch Reaſons for this Adven- 
ture, that he ſhall ge. | 
Fal. Well, may'ſt thou have the Spirit of Perſusſion, 
and he the Ears of profiting, that what thou ſpeak* may 
move, and what he hears may be believed; that the true 
Prince may, for Recreation fake, prove a talſe Thief; for 
the poor Abuſes of the time want Coumtenance, * Fare» * 


wel, you fhalFfigd mein Eafi-cheap, 'Þ 
, Ps 


WIT, '- 


10 K. ENR TV. and 
Nee . Farewel the latter Spring. Farewel allkol- 


lowa ummer. (Exit Fal, 
Poin:. Now my good Sweet honey Lord, ride with us 
2 1 ma jeſt to 1 r ma- 
| ne. Falſtaff, Harvey, Roſſl, and Gads-bill, ſhall 

| Toh chole Menthar we bave already way laid; your {elf 
god | ird. and when they have the Booty, it 
and I do not rob them, cut this Head from my. Shoul- 


. : MIME” 4 F 
P. Henry. But how ſhall we part with them in ſetting 
2 


Pins. Why, we will ſet forth before or after them, 
and appoint them a Place of meeting, wherein it is at our 


| pleaſure to fail; and then will they venture upon the Ex- 


bor 


t themſelyes, which they have no ſooner atchieved, 
we'll ſet upon them. 
P. envy, Ay but tis like that they will know usby our 
Horſes, byour Habits, and by every other Appointment, 
- -Gbeourſelves, 
Poing. Tut, our Horſes they ſhall not ſee, Il tye them 
- mathe Wood; our Vizards we will change after we leave 
them; und Sirrah, I have Caſes of Buckram for the nonce 
| to immas kur noted outward Garments 
pP. Henry But I doubt they will be too hard for us. 
point. Well, tor wo of them, I know them to be as 
true bred Cowards as ever turn d back; and for the third, 
i be fights langer than he ſees Reaſon, I'll foreſwear 
Arms. be virtue of this Jeſt will be the incomprehen- 
F Afible Lies that this fat Rogue will tell us, when we meet at 
| Supper; how thirty at leaſt he fought with, what Wards, 
That Blows, what Extremities he endured; and in the 
| RKReproot of this, lyes the Jeſt. 

F. Henry. Well, I'll go with thee, ide us all things 
neceflary, and meet me to morrow Night in Eaft-cheat, 
— Fare wel. TP | | 
_  -Poins, Farewel, my Lord. (Exit Poins. 

P. Henry. E¹ ow you all, and will as while uphold 
The unyoak d Humour ot your ldlent ſo _ 

Yet herein will | imitate the Sun, 

W ho doth permit the baſe contagious Clouds 

To (mother up his Beauty, trom the World; 
# 


That 


Sit. FOHN F ALST A FF. * 


That when again I ro be hifi | 
Being wante« be more wondred at, 
By breaking . — the foul aad ugly Mills -  -- 
Of v rs, that did ſeem to irs gle bim. 2 
If a e Year were playing Holidays, 
To ſport would be as tedious as to work; ( 
But when they ſeldom come, they wiſht-for come, 
And nothing pleaſeth but rare accidents, - 
So when this looſe Behaviour l throw of, - &*. 
And pay the Debt I never prom 
By how much better than my Wo . 
By ſo much ſhall falfifie Mens Hopes; 
And like ht Metal on a ſullen Ground 
My Reformation aby. 24, er my Fault 
Shall ſhew more and attract more Eyes, 
Than that which . no ſoil to ſet it of. 
I'll ſo offend, to make Offence a Skill, 
Redeeming time, when Men think let will (Exit. 
Henry, | Northumberland, Worceſter, 
Enter Kin Northum Hote - 
5 pur, Sir Walter Blunt, and others. 

K. Henry. oy y Blood hath been too cold and tewperits,. 
Unapt ta ſtir at theſe Irdignitics, .v 
a you have ung me; for accordingly, & 'V 


ard. rk ade Patience: But be iure, 
I ol rom henceforth rather be my ſelf, 


Mighty, and to be fear d, than my Condition, 
Which hath been {mooth as Oil, ſoft as young, . 
And therefore loſt the Title of Reſpect, 
Which the proud never pays, but to the proud. 
Wor, Our Houle, my Sovereign Liege, little deſerves: 
The Scourge of Greatneſs to be uled on ĩt, 
And that ſame Greatneſs too, which our own Hands. 
Have holp to make fo portly. 5 
North, My Lord 
K. Henry, Worceſter get thee gone; for I doſce- 
Danger — Diſobedienceiin 3 
Sir, your Preſence is toò bo nor. 
And 5 zeſty might never yet dx At | 
The — y 12 of a Servant Brow: 3 
8 hen ure need * 


ot 
1 


3 


* 


__ Ad | "= pu & 1 Tom - | F ö r , 
Fr: R. HEN RTW. and _ 
Your Uſe and Counſel, we ſhall ſend for on, cone. EY 
North. Yea, my good Lord, tf, 
Thoſe Priſoners in your Highneſs Mage Temanded, | 
Which Harry Percy here at Hol n 


Where, as he ſays, not with ſuch Strength deny d 
As was deliver d to your Majeſty; ; 5 


Who either through Envy, or Miſpriſion, 5 7 
Was guilty of this Fault, and not my Son. 
Hot. My Liege, I did deny no Priſoners. 

But, I remember vyhen the fight was done po 
When I was dry with Rage, and extream Toil; 2 
Breathleſs, and faint, leaning upon my Sword, 
Came there a certain Lord, neat and trimly dreſs'd ꝝ 
Freſh as a Bridegroom, and his Chin yew reap'd. 
Shew'd like a Stubble Land at Harveſt home 


1 


He was prefumed like a Milliner, 3h 
And *twixt his Fingers and his Thumb, he held. 
A Pouncet Box, which ever and anon | 
=. He gave his Noſe and took taway again; 
bo therewith angry, when it next came there, 
Took it in Snuff and ftill he ſmil*d and talk d; 
And as the Soldiers bore dead Bodies by, 
e call d them untaught Knaves, unmannerly,. + 
To bring a ſlovenly, unhandſome Caurſe 
Berwixt the Wind, and his Nobility.  _ © : 
With many Holidays and Lady Terms. , J 
Hequeſtion'd me: Among the reſt demanded | 


My priſoners, im your Majeſty's behalt. n 
1 *Fthen; all ſmarting with my Wounds, being cold. 

To be {o peſtered with a Popingay, | | 

Out of my Grief, and my Impatience, 3 
Anſwer d neglectingly, I know not What. 

He ſhould or ſbould not; for he made me mad. 
To ſe bim ſhine ſo brisk, and ſmell ſo ſweet, 

And talk ſo like a Waiting-gentlewoman, _ 

Of Guns, and Drums, and Wounds; God ſave the Mark; 
And telling me, the Soveraign'ſt thing on Earth © 
Was Parmacety, for an inward Bruiſez : 

And dat it was great Pity, ſoit was, 3 


we 


Sir O HN FALSTAPF. 13 
That villainous Salt- peter ſhould be digg't an 
Outof the Bowels of the harmlets Earth, ery 
W hich many a good Fellow has deſtroy'd' 
So cowardly. but for theſe vile Gun: 
He would himſelf Nve been a So dier. 
This bald, unjointed Chat ot his, my Lord 
Made me to anſwer irtdiredly, as I ſaid, 
And beſcech you, let not this Report 
Come cutrant tor an Accufativn, 
Betwixt my Love and your high Majeſty, | 
Blunt. The Circumſtance confider'd, good my Lord, 
What ever Harry Percy, then had faid, * 
To ſuch a Perſon, and in ſuch a Place, * 
At ſucha Time, with all the reſt retold. * 
May reaſonably die, and never riſe | 
Todo him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he ſaid, ſo he unſay it now, 22 
K. Henry.. Why yet he doth deny his Priſoners; 42 
But with Proviſo and Exception, W a 
That we at our own Charge, ſhall ranſom ſtreight- 
His Brother-· in- Law, the oon Mortimer, 
Who, in my Soul, hath wilfully betray d 
The Lives of thofe that he dd lead to fight, | 
Againſt the great Magician, danin'd Glen louer. 
Whoſe Daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March 
Hath lately marry'd, Shal-our Coffers then 
2 empty'd, to redeem a Traitor home? 
Il we buy Treaſon, and indentwith Fears, 
hen they have loſt and forfeited themſclves? 
o; on the barren Mountains let him ftarves. 
For I ſhall never hold that Man my Friend, | 
Whoſe Tongue ſhali ask me for one Penny Coſt 
To ranſom homerTevolted Mor timer. ap 
* Hor. e pts 0 E AD Whalen 
He never did fall off my'Soveraign Liege 
But by the Chance of War: to —— x cy Mages. 
Needs no more but'one Le for all thoſe Wound 
1 | | 7 


-4 


70 


* * * — ® , * 


Thoſe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he . 
When on the gentle Severn's Sedgie Bank, 
Th ſingle Oppoſition Hand to Hand 

He did contound the beſt part of n H 

+. 6M | $ 


— 
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In changing Hardimeut wi t Glendower ; 
Three times they breath d, N three times did they driak 


Upon agreement 97 ſwift Severn's Flood, 
Who then affrighted with their bloody Looks, 
Ran fearfully among the trembling Reeds, 
And hid bis eriſped Head ina hollow Bank, 
Blood-ſtained with theſe valiant Combatants. 


Never did baſe, and totten Policy 
Colour her working with ſuch deadly Wounds 5 
Nor ever could the noble Mortimer 


A 


ve ſo many, and all unwillingly : 
let him not be ſlauder d with Revolt. 


K. Henry. Thou doſt belie him, Percy, thou doſt be- 


He never did encounter with Glendower ; (bias 


I tell thee, he durſt as well have met the Devil a 

As Owen Glendower for an Enemy, 

Art thou not aſham'd ? But, Sirrah, henceforth 
. Lerme not hear. you ſpeak of Mortimer. 

Send me your Priſoners with the ſpeedieſt Means, 
Or you ſhall hear in ſuch a kind from me 1 
As will diſpleaſe ye. My Lord Northumberland 
We licence your Departure with your Son. 

Send us your Priſoners, or you'll bear of it. 


xit. K. H 
Hot. And if the Devil come and roar 14. naar 


I will not ſend them. I will after ſtreight 
Aud tell him ſo; for I will caſe my Heart, 


— it be with hazardot m Head, | 
North. What, drunk with Choler? ſtay and ds 
aur Uncle. | hile, 


0 


, Herecomes y 
Manns Worceſter. 58 
Het. Speak of Move 
Yes, 1 will ſpeak of him, . gan 


ant mercy, if I do not join Rory ag | 
his behalf, Il empty all thoſe Veins, , 


nd ſhed my dear Blood Prop by Drop i'th! Dull, | 
"_ Filed he the dog feln Morcimer 3 


Asbigh i tr Air as this un ful King, 
—_— Rog wake Nephew 
1 your 

mad... l ( VWorceſter. 


Mer. 
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Wor, Who ſtrook this Heat up after I was gone? © 
Hot. He will, forſooth, have all my Priſoners : 

And when I ur — * 

Ot my Wite's er, then his Cheek look'd pale, 

And on my Face he turn d an Eye ot Death, 

Trembling even at the Name of Mortimer, 

Wor, I cannot blame him; wat he not proclaim d 
By Richard that dead is, the next ot Blood? 

North. He was : | heard the Proclamation; 

And then it was, when the unhappy 11 

(Whoſe Wrongs in us God pardon) did et forth 

Upon the Iriſh Expedition; | 

From whence, he intercepted, did return 

To be depos d, and ſhortly murthered. 7 

Wor. And for whoſe Dea h, we in the Worlds wi 
Live ſcandaliz'd, and foully ſpokea of. ( 

Hot. But ſoft, I pray you; did King Richardthen 
Proclaim my Brother Mortimer Heir to the Crown? 

North, He did; my ſelf did hear it. 

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his Couſin King, 
That wiſh'd him on the barren Mountains ſtarv d. I 
But ſha'l it be, that you that ſet the Crown | 
Upon the Head of this turgetful Man, 

And for his ſake wore the Blot 
Of murtherous Subornations? Shall it be, 
Thar you a World of Curſes undergo, 
Being the Agents, or baſe ſecond Means, 
The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rathes ? 
O pardon, if that I deſcend fo low, f 
To ſhew the Line, and the Predicament 
W herein you range under this ſubtile King. ) 
Shall it for Shame, be ſpoken in theſe Days, 
Or fill up Chronicles in time to come, 
That Men of your Nobility and Power, 
Did gage them both in an unjuſt behalf; 
As both of you, God pardon it, have dons, 
| Toputdown Richard, that ſweet lovely Roſt, 
And plant this Thorn, this Canker Ballingi ros 
And ſhall it in mere Shame be further fpoken, / 
That you aretool'd, diſcarded and ſhook off 
By him, for whom theſe Shames ye underwens? - 
— b f f No; 
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Your banith'd Honours, and reſtore your ſelves 
Intothe good Thoughts of the World again. 
Revenge the jeering and diſdain d Contempt 
Of this proud King, who ſtudies Day and Night 
To anſwer all the Debt he owes unto you, - 


Even with the bloody Payments of your Deaths: 


Therefore I ay 15 

Wor. Peace, Couſin, ſay no more. 

And now 1 will unclaſp a ſecret Book, 
And to your quick conveying Di contents, 
I'll read your Matter, deep and dangerous, 
As full of Peril and adventurous Spirit, 
As too'er walk a Current, roaring ioud, - 

On the unſteadtaſt footing of a Spear. | 
Her. If he fall in, good night, or ſink or ſwim: 
Send Danger from the Eaſt unto the Weſt, 

So Honour croſs it from the North to South, 
And let them grapple:: The Blood more ftirs 
To rouge a Lion, than to ſtart a Hare. 

North. Imagination of ſome great Exploit, 

Drives him beyond the Bounds of Patience. 


Hot, By Heav'n, methinłs it were an eaſie Leap, 


To pluck bright Honour from the pale fac'd Moon, 
Or dive into the Bottom of the Deep. 
Where Fadom ; line could never touch the Ground, 
And pluck up drowned Honour by the Locks; 
So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without Co- rival, all ber Dignities; | Ur; 
But out upon this half-fac'd Fellowſhip, 
Wor. Heapprehends a world of Figures here, 
But not the Form. ot what he ſhould attend. 
Good Couſin give me Audience for a while, . 
And liſt to me. woT-oas e or: 
Hot. I cry you Merce. 
or. Thoſe lame noble. Scetes 
That are your Priſoners c 
Hot. Ull keep them all. 
y Heav'n, he fhall not have a Seo; of them: 
No, if à Scot would fave his Soul, he ſhall not, 
II keep them by this Hand. we 
sr. Youſtartaway, 


4 
4 


No; yet Time ſerves, wherein you may redeem . 
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And lend no Ear unto my Purpoſes, > 
Thoſe Priſoners you ſhall keep, 
Hot. Nay I will; that's flat: ; 
He ſaid he would not ranſom, Mortimer: 
Forbad my Tongue tofpeak of Mortimer: 
But I will find him when he lyes afleep, 
And in his Ear l' holla, Mertimer. | 
Nay, I'll havea Starling fhal. be taught to ſpeak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give't him, 
To keep his Anger ſtill in Motion. 
Wor. Kear you, Couſin: A Word. 
For. All Studies here I ſolemnly defie, 
Save how to gall and pinch this Bullingbroke : | 
And th:t ſame Sword and Buckler, Prince ot Wales, 
But that I thiak his Father loves him not, | 
And wou'd be glad he met with ſome Miſchance, 
I would have poiſon'd him with a Pot of Ale. 
Wor, Farewel, Kinſman; Ill talk to you 
When you are better temper'd roattend. 
North. Why what a waſp-tongu'd and impatient Fool 
Art thou, to break into this Woman's Mood. 
Tying thine Ear to no Tongue but thine .? on? (Rods, 
Her. Why, Look you. Iam whipr and ſcour d with 
Nettled, and fiung with Piſmires, when I hear 
Of this vile Politician Bullimgtreke : A 
In Richard's time what d'ye call the PAce 
A Plague upon't it is in Gloſter ſhire———— 
Twas where the mad · cap Duke his Uncle kept, 
His Uncle York—— here I firſt bow'd my Knes 
Unto this King of Smiles, this Bullmgbroke ; 
When you and he eame back from Ravenſpur. 
North. At Barily Caſtle. 2 <4 
Hot. You ſay true: Mot tara 4 
Why what a gaudy deabof Courteſie | 
This fawning-Greyhound then did proffer me? 
Look when his intant Fortune came to Age, —— +. - 
And gentle Harry Percy——and kind Coulin—— _... 


O, the Devil take ſuch Couzeners God forgive me 
Gaod Uncle tell your tale, for I have — 

Wor. Nay, if you have not, to't again, 2 
We'll ay your Leiſure, - 


'E 


* 


. 
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Het. I have done, inſooth. 

Wor. Then once more to our regal Priſoners, 
Deliver them up without hk Þ Ranſom ſtreight, 
And make the we Son your only Means 
For Powers in Scetland 4 which for — Reaſons. 
Which I ſhall ſend you lo ES. 

Will cafily be granted you, 
Your Son in Scotland being —— employ'd, 
Shall ſecretly into the Baſom c 


1255 ot +65 ad noble Prelate, well belov 'd, 


- TheArch-Biſhop. | 
f Hot. Of York, is't not? 

Wor. True who bears hud 
His Brother's Death at Briſtol, the Lord bp. 
Iſpeak not this in Eſtimation, 
As what I think might be, but what know 1 
Ib ruminated, 14> 4 hs ſet down, 

or only . i but io behold the Face 


* Hat. Why, it cannot cbuſe but be a noble Plot, 
| | And then the Powers of Scotland and of York 
To} oin with Mortimer; ha! 
r. And ſo they ſball. 
"Boe. ID faith it is exceedingly well aim'd, 
Wor, And tis no little Reaſon bids us ſpeed, 
To fave aur Heads, by raiſing of a Head: 
For, bear our ſelves as even as we can, 
The will always think him in our Debt, 
And thin —＋ 2 unſatisty d, 
Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 
Aud fee already, how. he doth begin 
abe to his Looks of Love. 
— He does, * EIS 
— fare wel. Na turther 1 
Than Iby Lewy ſhall direct You | 
When timeis1ipe, which be ſuddenly, 
TU felt de. and Land Aerni 


Via 


4 on him. | 


* 
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» and our Powers at once. 
As1 Lieb and e meet, 
To bear our backer in our own ſtrong Arms, 


Which now hold at much uncertainty. 
North, Farew¾el, good Brother, we ſhall thrive, I 


truſt, 
Hot. Uncle, adieu: O let the Hours be ſhort, 


Till Fie:ds, and Blows, and Groans applaud our Sport. 
(Ba 


en 1 
Enter 6 Carrier with a Lanthers » bis Hand, 0 


% 


1. Carrier. 2 


Figh bo, eres by the Dep Ib hang, 
wain is over the new Chimney, and yet our 
Horſe not packt. What, Offer ? 
Off. Anon, anon. 
* 3 ag i = 
oint : poor is in the 
| Withers, aug of All ceſs, Ee 


— 8 


2. Car. 8 as a Dog, and 
thisiathe next way to give. poor Jades the Bots : This 
Houſe is turn'd upſide down, ſince Robin the Oſtler dyd. 

1. Car, Poor Fellow never joy'd fince the Price oh 
Oats roſe, it was the Death of him. 

A. Car. I thigk this is the moſt villainous Houſe in al 
Landou Road tor Fleas: I am ſtung likea Tench. 
1. Car. Like a Tench! Theres ue ea King in Chrik 

tendom. could be _ bit, than I have been ſince the 


ca 
3. Care. 


*Y» 


- : ” 

2 Car. Why, you will allow us ne'er a Jourden, and then 
weleak in your Chimney: And your Chamberlye breeds 
Fleas like a Loach. | 4 a 

x. Car. What Oſtler, come away, and be hang d, come 
away. > | 1 

2. Car. Ihave a Gammon of Bacon, and two Razes 
of Ginger, to be deliver d as far as Charing-Croſs. 

1. Car The Turkies in my Paniers are quite ſtarv'd. 
What Oſtler? A Plague on thee, haſt thou never an Eye in 
thy Head ? Can'ſt not hear? An'twere not as good a Deed 
as drink, to break the Pate of thee, Iam a very Villain, 
Come and be hing'd, baſt no Faith inthee ? 

Enter Gads-hill. 
Gads. Good Morrow, Carriers. What's a Clock? 
Car. I think it be two a Clock. 5 
Gads. I prithee lend me thy Lanthorn, to ſee my Geld- 
ing in the Stable. | af 
3 I. _ Nay, ſoft I pray ye, I know a Trick worth two 
that, ; 

Gads. I pritheelend me thine. ' 2 

2. Car. Ay, when? canſt tell? Lend me thy, Lanthorn, 
quoth a! marry 1'!] ſee thee hang'd firſt. 2 

+  Gads. Sirrah, Carrier, what time do you mean to come 
to London? e | kr 
2. Cor. Time enough to go to bed with a Candle, I war- 
unt thee. Come Neighbour Mugges, we'll call up the 
Gentlemen, they will along with Company, tor they have 


eat Charge. Ax: f Ex. Carriers. 
1 aff Enter Chamberlain. 


Gads. What ho, Chamberlain? 
© Chambe At hand, quoth Pick Purſe. | 
SGads. That's even as fair, as at: hand, quoth the Cham- 
berlain; for thou varieſt no more from picking of Purſes; 
than giving direction doth from labouring. Thou lay'ſt 
the Plot, how. a2 0 | 
Chamb. Good morrow Maſter Gads-hill, it holds cur- 


rant that I told you yeſternight. There's a Franklin in 


the wild of Kent, hath brought three hundred Marks with 
Bim in Gold; I heard him tell it to one of his — 
-* aft night at ſupper; a kind of Auditor, one that hat 

n bundance of Charge too, God knows what; they are 
© 4 $ : up 
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up aready, and call tor Eggs and Butter. They will away 
ently. 
Gade Sirrah, if they meet not with St. Nicholas Clarks, 
Il give thee this Neck. | 
Chamb. No, I'll none of it: I prithee keep that for the 
Hangman, for I know thou worſhip'ſt St. Nicholas as truly 
as a Man of falſhood may. | 
Gads. What talk'ſt thou to me of the Hang-man? if 
I hang I'll make a fat pair of Gallows, For if I hang, 
old Sir John bangs with me, and thou know'ſt he's no 
Starveling. Tut, there are other Trojans that thou dream'ſt 
not of, the which, for Sport fake, are content to do the 
Profeſſion ſome Grace; that would, if Matters ſhould be 
look'd into, for their own Credit ſake, make all whole. 
Iam join'd with no Foot-Land-Rakers, no Long - Staff 
ſix penny Strikers, none of theſe mad Muſtachio-purple- 
hu'd Malt- worms, but with Nobility and Tranquillity, 
Burgomaſters, and great Oneyers, ſuchas can hold in, ſuck 
as will ſtrike ſooner than ſpeak ; and ſpeak ſooner than 
drink, and drink {ooner than pray; and yet I lye, for they 
pray continually unto their Saint the Common-wealth; or 
rather, not pray to her, but prey on her ; for they ride up 
and down on her, and make her their Boots. 1 
Chamb. What, the Com mon- wealth their Boots? Will 


me hold out Water in foul Way ? 


Gads, She will, ſhe will; Juſtice hath liquord her. We 
ſteal, as in a Caſtle, Cock ſure: we have the Receipt of 


Fern. ſeed, we walk inviſible. | 


Chamb. Nay, Ithink rather, you are more beholding 
to 1— Night, than for the Fern- ſeed, for your walking in- 
viſible, 

Gads. Give methy Hand. 

Thou ſhalt have a Share in our purpoſe, 

Aslamatrue Man. 

1 ow Nay, rather let me have it as you area falſe 
icf. 5 

Gad. Go to, Homo is a common Name to all Men. Bid 
the Oſtler bring the Gelding out of the Stable. Fare wel, 
ye muddy Knave. [Exennt. 


SCENE 


— 
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Enter Prince Henry, Voins and Peto.. 
Poins, Come, ſhelter, ſhelter, 1 have removed Folſtaſt 
Hor ie, and he frets like a gumm'd velvet. | 
P. Henry. Stand cloſe. 
| Enter Falſtaff. 
Fal. Poins, Poins, and be hang'd Pein. 
P. Henry. Peace ye fat · kidnef d Raſcal, what a baws 


| 2 thou keep ? 


al. What, Poms? Hal. 
P. Henry. He is walk'd up to the Top of the Hill, 1'1) 
ſeek him | | 


Fal. I am accurſt to rob in that Thicf's Company: 
That Raſcal hath remov'd my Horſe, and ty'd him 1 
kuow not where. If L travel but tour Foot by the Square 


| Futher afoot, I ſhall break my Wind. Well 1 doubt not 


but to die a fair Death for all this, if 1 2 hanging for 
killing that Rogue, I have forſworn his Company _ 
any time this two and twenty year, and yet I am bewitch' 
with the Rogues Company. If the Raſcal have not given 
me Medicines to make me . him, I'll be hang d, it could 
not be elie; I have drunk Medicines. Poins! Hal! A Plague 
upon you both. Bardolph! Petro! I'll ftarve Cer I rob 
a Foot further. An 'twere not as good a Deed as to drink, 
to turn true-man, and to leave theſe R , Tam the 
verieſt Varlet that ever chew'd with a Tooth, Ei 
Yards of uneven Ground, is threeſcore and ten Miles afoot 
—_ me; and the ſtony 9 . — ap ache 

A plague upen't, when Thieves cannot be true 
one to 2 ö | [ They Whiſtle. 
Whew, a Plague light on you all. Give me my Horſe? you 
Rogues, give me my Horſe, and be hang d. 

P. Henry. Peace ye fat Guts, lye down, lay thine Ear 
cloſe to the Ground, and liſt if you can hear the Tread of 
Travellers, | - ; 

Fal. Have you any Leavers to lift me upagain being 
down ? I'll not bear mine own Fleſh ſo far a foot again. 
For all the Coin ia thy Farher's Exchequer, What a Plague 
mean you to colt me thus? 

P. Henry. Thou lieſt, thou art not colted, thou art un- 


Fal 


2 
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Fal. I prithen, good Prince Mul, help me to my Horſe, 
good King's Son. | f 
P. Henry. Out you Rogue, ſhall I be your Oſtler? 
Fal. Go hang thy ſelf in thy own Heir- apparent Gar- 
ters ; it I be ta vn, I' peach for this; and I have not Bal- 
lads made on you all, and ſung to filthy tunes, let a Cup of 
ſack be my poiſon when a 181 and afoot 
too I tate it, * ü 
| Euter Gads-hilland Bardolph, 


Fal. So Ido agaiaſt my Will. 
Point. O tis our Setter, I know his Voice: 
Bardolph, What News? | 
Bard. Caſe ye cafe ye; on with your Vizards, there's 
Mogey of the King's coming dowa the Hill, tis going to 
the King's Exchequer. . 
Fal. You lie you Rogue, tis going to the King's Ta» 
vern. | 
Gad. There's eneughto make us all. 8 
Fal. To be hang'd. i 
H. Henry. You four ſhall front them in the narrow 
Lane; Ned and I will walk lower; it they ſcape from your . 
encounter, thea they light on us. | . | 


Peto. But how many be of them? 
Gads. Some eight or ten. 
Fal. Will they not rob us? | | 
FP. Henry, What, à Coward, Sir John Paunch? _ 
Fal. Indeed I am not John of Gaunt. your Grand-tathetz 
but yet ao Goward, Hal. ww? 
F. Henry. We'll leave that to the Proof. 
Poits, Sirrah, Jack, thy Horſe ſtands behind the Hedge, 
when thou need? ſt him, there ſhalt thou find him; farewel, 
Fal. Now cannot I ſtrike him if I ſhould be hang d. 
F. Henry. Ned, where are our Diſguiſes? 
. Poins, Here hard by: Stand cloſe, "ME 
Fal. Now my Maiters, happy Man be his dole ſay I? 
every Man to his buſincls. | | 
Enter Travellers. . 
Træu. Come, Neighbour; the Boy ſhall lead 29 | 


— the Hill: Wee ll walk afoot a While, and eaſe our 

egs. * ' SS {| 
Thieves. Stay. 983 | 

- Trav. Jeſu bleſs us. | 5 

Fal. Strike; down with them, cut the Villains Throats; 

ah? whorſon Catterpillars ; Bacon-fed Knaves, they hate 

As Youth; down with chem, fleece them, - 

Trav. O, we are undone, both we and ours for ever, - 

Fal. Hang ye gorbellyed Knaves, are you undone? No | 
| ye fat Chuffs, I would your ſtore were here. On Bacons | 
| on? what ye Knaves ? Young Men mult live? you are 
| Grand Jurors, We'll Jure ye faith | 

i [ Here they rob them and bind them. 


: Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 
P. Henry. The Thieves have bound the Truemen: Now ' 
could thou and I rob the Thieves and go merrily to London, 
it would be Argument fora week, Laughter for à Month, 
and a gagd jeſt for ever. as 


| 

( 

t 

x 

Poms, Stand cloſe, I hear them coming, F 

Enter Thieves again. | „ 

Fal. Come my Maſters, let us ſhare, and then to Horſe t 

before Day; an the Prince and Pojns be not two arrant 5 

Cowards, there's no equity ſtiring. There's no more F 

Valour in that Poins, than in a wild Duck. | in 

P. Henry. Your Money. | k 

. e bs Pansen hene be e rhow; NN 5 

they are ſharing, the Prince oins ſet upon them. o 

0 They all run * leaving ehe Booty behind them. h 

P. Henry.” Got with much eaſe. Now merrily to v 
Horſe: The Thieves are ſcattered, and poſſeſt with fear 

ſo ſtrongly, that they dare not meet each other; each takes H 
| his Fellow for an Officer. Away good Ned, Falſtaff ſweats 
to Death, and -Lards the lean Earth as he walks along; 


* 
- 


wer't not for laughing, I ſhould pity him. Fi 
 Poins, How the Rogue roar'd. IExeunt. A 
| | SCENE III. ju T 
Enter Hot-ſpur ſolus, reading 4 Letter. | T 


But for mine own Part, my Lord, I could be well conten- W 
ted to be there, in reſpect of the love I bear your Houſe, Ile 
could be contented : Why is he not then? In reſpect of 


thelore he bears our Houſe, — He hen: in this, he loves 
15 


” —_—. At trons. MM 
. »4 


— 
— 


bis own Barn better than he loves our Houſe. Let me ſee 
ſome more. The Purpoſe you undertake is dangerous. Why 
that's certain: *Tis dangerous to take a cold, to ſleep, to 
drink; but I tell you, my Lord Fool, out of this Nettle, 
Danger; we pluck this Flower, Safety. The purpoſe yon 
undertake is dangerous, the Friends you have named un- 
certain, the time it ſelf unſorted, and your whole Plot too 
light, for the counterpoize of ſo great an Oppoſition, Say you 
fo, ſay you ſo? I ſay unto you again; you are a ſhallow 
cowardly Hind, and you lie, What a lack-brain is this? I 
roteſt, our Plot is as good a Plot as ever was laid; our 
riends true and conſtant, A good Plot, Friends, 
and full of Expectation? An excellent Plot, very 
Friends. What a Froſty-ſpirited Rogue is this? Why, 
my Lord of York com s the Plot, and the general 
Courſe of the Action. By this Hand, it I were now 
this Raſcal, I could brain him with his Lady's Fan. Is there 
not my Father, my Uncle, and my ſelf, Lord Edmond 
Mortimer, my Lord of York, and Owen Glendower ? 1s 
there not. „the Dowglaſs? Havel not all their Let- 
ters, to meet me in Arms by the ninth of the next Month t 
And are there not ſome of them ſet forward already ? what a 
Pagan Raſcal is this? An Infidel, Ha! you ſhall ſee now 
in very ſincerity of Fear and cold Heart, will he to the 
King, and lay open all our Proceedings. O, I could 
divide my ſelf, and go tobuffets, for moving ſuch a Diſh 
of Skim'd-Milk with ſo honourable an Action. Ha 


him, let him tell the King we are prepared, I will ſet for · 


wards to night. | | 
Enter Lady Percy. 
How now, Kate! I muſt leave you within theſe twe 


Hours. 

Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone? 
For what Offeace have I this Fortnight been | 
A baniſh'd Woman trom my Harry's Bed? 

Tell me, ſweet Lord, what is't that takes from thee 
Thy Stomach, Pleaſure, and thy golden Sleep? 

Why doſt thou bend thy eyes upon the Earth 

And ſtarr ſooften when thou ſitr'ſt alone? 

Why haſt thouloſt the freſhBloodin thy Cheeks? 
given my l my Rights of thee, 
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To THck ey d- Mu and curſt Melancholly? 
Ia thy faiat — I by thee have — 
Anqbeatd thee murmur Tales of Iron Wars: 
—— of manage to thy bounding Steed, 
rage to the Field / and thou haſt talk d 
S8 Sales, e Nestes, Trenches, and Feats, 
Of Paliſadoes; Frontiers, Parapets ; | 
Ot Bafilisks, of Cannon, Culverin, 
Of Priſoners Ranſom, and of Soldiers Alain, 
And all the current of a heady fight. AY 
1 beſtirr'd thee in thy Sey, | 
That Beat of Sen hath ſtood upon thy Brow, - - 
Bike Bubbles in a late diſturbed*Stream ;- 
And in thy Fare ſtrange motions have appear d, 
Such as we ſer when Men reſtrain their Breath, 
On ſome bar. t ſudden haſte. O what Portentsare theſe} 2 
uſineſs 7 my Lord in Hand, 
I muſt {know itz elle he loves me not. 2 
10. What Ho; is Gilliam withthe Decker Reus? 
e ne 2 4 r 
8 e is; my Lord; an Hour ? 
pe. Hath Butler brought thefe Hor ſes dom fare 
* Serv. One Horſe, m * 2c brought even now. 
Ir. What florſe ? A Roan, a Crop- car, is it not ? 
w. It i is, my Lord. 
t. That Rcan ſhall be my Throne. Well, I will 
2 * ſtraight, Efperance; bid Butler lead him forth 
into the Park. 
Lady. But hear you, my Lord. 
For. bar cy krhou, my i | 
Lady. What is it that carries you * 2755 
Hot. hr, my Horſe, my Love. my Horſe. 
Lady. Out you mad- headed Ape, a Weaſei hath not 
ſuch a deal ot Spleen, as you are toſt with. In ſooth II 
know your Buſineſs, Harr), that I will. I fear my Bro- 
ther Mortimer doth ſtir, about his Title, and hath {ent 
for you to line his Enterprize if you go — * 
Hot. So far afoot, E hall be weary, Lore. 
Tady. Come, come, you Paraquito, anſwer ne di- 
$7 unto Us — that 1 ſhall ask. „ Pl 
eak 
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bra thy lids Finger Heyryy/ it thou wilt nottell” thee 


te: Away, away, you Trifler: Love! I 8 
I ee not for thee, Tate; this is no World 
To play with Mammets, and to tilt with Lips. 
We muſt have bloody Noſes, and crack d Crowns, 
And paſs them currant too Gods me, my Horſe. (me? 
What ſay' ſt thou, Kare? What would ' ſt — have with 

Lady. Do ye not love me? Do you not indeed? 
Well, do not then. For ſince you love me not, 
Iwill not love my ſel Do you nut love me? 
Nay, tell me if thou ſt in jeſt orno ? 

* Hot; Come, wilt thou ſee me ride? 
And:when Lam a Horſe-bark. I willſwear 
Llore three infinitely. Hut hark you, Kane, 
I muff not have you henceforth queſtion me, 
Whither 1 go; nor reaſon where about. 
Whither I muſt, T muſt; and to conclude, 
This Evening muſt I leave thee; gentle Xare; | 
L know you wiſe, but yet no furcher wiſe 

I Then Harry Piercy's Wife. Conſtant you are, 
Fe But yet a Woman; and for Secreſie, 
& No Lady cloſer, For I believe, 

Thou wilt not utter what thou doſt not know 

And ſo far will I truſt thee, gentle Kare. 

| Lady. How ſo far? 
Fill Hot, Not an Inch turther. Buthark you Kate! 
th V hither I go, thither ſhall you go too—- 


2 
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| 


To day will ſet forth, to morrow e | 0 
Will this content, you Kare!!! N 
Lady. It muſt of force. ol »! [ Exennt. 
SCENE IV. 


£ = Prince Henry and Poins. 88 
not P.Henry, Ned, Prithee come out of that fat room. and 
I'll lend me thy hand to laugh a little. N 
ro- Ky Where haſt been, _ 3 8 1 5 
ent P. Henry. With three or four Loggerheads,: amongſt 
I three — HogTheads, I kavebunded the very © 
baſe ſtring of Humility, ' Sirrah, Lam {worn Brother to 
di- 2 Leah of Drawers, and can call them by their Names. 
Vi som, Dick, and Francis. They take it aun . 
B 2 
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their Confidence, that though I be but Prince of Wales, 
yet Iam the King of Curttſie; telling me flatly, I am not 
* like Fack Falffaff, but a Cormthian, a Lad of met- 

„a good Boy; and when Lam King of England, I ſhall 
command all the good Lads in Eaſft-cheap, They call 
drinking deep, dying Scarlet; and when you break in 
your watring, then they cry Pem, and bid you play it 
off, Toconclude, I am ſo good a Proficient in one quar- 
ter of an Hour, that I can drink with any Tinker in his 
own Language during my Life. I tell thee: Ned, thou 
haſt loſt much Honour, that thou wert not with me in 
this Action; but ſweet Ned, to ſweeten which Name of 
Ned, I give thee : this Pennyworth of Sugar, clapt even 
now into my Hand by an under Skinker, one that never 
ſpake other Engliſh in his Life, then Eight Shillings and 
Six Pence, and, Your welcome Sir: with this ſhrill Additi- 
on, Anon Sir, Anon Sir, Score a Pint of Baſtard in the 
Half Moon, or ſo. But Ned, to drive away time till Fal- 
ſia / come, I prithee do thou and in ſome by-Room, 
while I queſtion m 2 Drawer, to what end he gave 
me the Sugar, ud never leave calling Francis, that 
his Tale to me may be nothing but, Anon: Step aſide and 
I'll ſnew thee a precedent, | 8 84 
Poins. Francis. 5 | 
of Hem y. Thou art perfect. 


Poins, Franeis. | | * 
| nter Francis the Drawer. 


Fran. Anon, anon Sir; look down into the Pomgra- 
net, Ralph, . | 4 "4 

P. Henry. Come hither, Francis. 

Fran. My Lord. . lo ura: 

P. Henry. How long haſt thou to ſerve, Francis? 

Fran. Forſooth five Years and as much as to 

Pons. Francis. ; 


Fran. Anon, anon, Sir, | 
P. Henry. Five Years; Berlady, a long Leaſe for the 
clinking of Pewter,” But Francis, dareſt thou be ſo va- 


liant, as to play the Coward with thy Indenture, and ſhew 


ita fair pair of Heels, and run from it? ; 
Fran. O Lord, Sir, 1'1| be ſworn upon all the Books in 


4 Pains. Fransis. 


Fran. 


. 
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Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. Henry. How old art thou, Francis? 

Fran. Let me ſee, about Michaelmas next I ſhall be 
Poins, Francis. x 
Fran, Anon Sir; pray you ſtay alittle, my Lord. 

P. Henry, Nay, but bark you Francis, for the Sugar 
thou gaveſt me, *twas a Pennyworth, was't not? 

Fran. O Lord, Sir, I would it had been two. | 

P. Henry. Iwill give thee tor it a thouſand Pound: ask 
me when thou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it. 
+ Poms, Francis 

Fran. Anon, anon. 

P. Henry. Anon, Francis! No, Francis, but to mor- 
row Francis; or Francis, on Thurſday, or indeed Francis, 
when thou wilt. But Francis. 


Fran, M rd, | 

. Wiltthou rob this leathern Jerkin, Chriſtal 
t-pated, Aga-tring, Pukeſtocking, Caddice- 
Garter, SmQgoth-tongue, Spaniſh Pouch? 

Fran, rd, Sir? who do you mean / 

P. Henry. Why then your brown Baſtard is your only 
Drink; for look you, Francis, your white Canvas 
— will fully, In Barbary, Sir, it cannot come to ſo 
much. 

Fran, What, Sir? 

Poins, Francis. 

P. Henry. Away you Rogue, doft thou hear them call ? 
(Here they both call, the Drawer ſtands amazed, not know- 

ing which way to go. 

| Enter Vintner, , 

Vint. What ſtand'ſt thou ſtill, and hear'ſt ſuch a ca'l- 
ing? Look to the Gueſt within: My Lord, old Sir Tohn 
+4 wand a Dozen more are atthe Door ; ſhall I let them 
in | | 
P. Henry. Let them alone a while, and then open the 
Door. Poins. | 

Enter Poins. 


Points. Anon, anon, Sir. 
P. Henry. Sirrah, Falſtaff and the reſt of the Thieves 


arcat tho Door; ſhall we be merry? 


Pens. 
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Poins, As merry as Crickets my Lad. But hark ye, 
what cunning Match have you made with this Jeſt of the 
Drawer ? Come, what's the Iſſue ? 

P. Henry, Iam now of all Humours, that have d 
themſelves Humours, ſince the old Days of Goodman 
Adam, to the Pupil Age of this preſent twelve a Clock at 
Midnight. ee e 1 9 
What's a Clock, Francis? 
Fran. A non, anon, Sir. "nh 2 
P. Henry. That ever this Fellow ſhould have fewer 
Words than a Parrot, and yet the Son of a Woman. His 
Induſtry is up Stairs and doawn.Stairs; his Eloquence the 

arcell of erg Jam not yet of Percw's Mind, 

he Hot · ſpur of the North; he that kills me Tome fix or 
ſeven Dozen of Scots at a Breakfaſt, waſhes his Hands and 
Jaysto. his Wite, Fieypon this quiet Life, I want Work. 
O my ſweet Harry, fays ſhe, how many haſt thou Kill'd to 
Day? Givemy roan Horſe a rench, fays he, andanſwer, 
ſome fourteen, an Hour after; a Trifle, a Trifle. I pri- 
thee call in Fal taff 1'Il play Percy, and that damn d Brawn 
ſhall play Dame Mortimer his Wife. Rivo, lays the 
Drunkard. Call in Ribs, call in Tallew. ert 
: Enter Falſtaff. 7 5 

Poins, Welcome Jack, where haſt thou been? 

Fal. A plague of all Cowards, I fay, and a Vengeance 
40, marry and Amn. Give me a Cup of Sack, Boy. 
Eier I lead this Lifelong, I“ tow nether- Socks, and mend 
them too. A plagueot all Cowards. Give me a Cup ot 
Sack, Rogue. Is there no Virtue extant?: 
P. Henry. Didſt thou never ſee Lian kiſs à Diſh of 
Butter, pitiful hearted Titan, that melted at the ſweet 
r theSunt It thou didſt, then behold that Com- 

Fal. You Rogues bere's Lime in this Sack too; there 
is nothing but Roguery to be found in villainous Men; yet 
as Coward is worſe than à-· Cup of Sack with Lime. A 

villainous Co ward go thy Ways old Fact, die 
when thou wilt, if Manhood, gaod Manhood be not for- 
got upon the Face of the Earth, then I am a ſhotten Her- 
ring: There lives not three good Men unhang'd in Eng- 
land, and one of them is fat, and grows old, God jy 
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he While, a bad World I ay. I would I werea Weaver, 
I could Sing all manger of Songs. A plague of all ron 
ards, I ſay till, 
P. Henry. How now Woolſack, what began 
Fal. A King's Son? If 1 do not beat thee out of thy 
Kingdom with a Dagger ot Lath, and drive all thy Sub- 
jects afore thee like a Flock ot wild Geeſe, I'll never wear 
Hair on my Face more. You Prince ot Wales? ö 
5 Henry. W hy you whorſon round Man ! what's the 
tter 
Fal, Are you not a Coward? Anſwer me to that, and 
Pons there? 
P. Henry, Ye fat Paunch, an ye call me Coward, ['Ifiab 


Fal. Icall theeCoward! Lil ſee thee damn d Cer 1 call 
thee Coward ; but I would give thee a thouſand Pound 
I could run as faſt as thou eanſf. Vou are treight. enough 
in the —— 1 care not who ſees your Back: => 

ou that backing of your Friends? a e upon 
Lockingn — them that will face 28 me a Cup 
of Sack, weg e it I drunk to Day. 

P. Henry. O Villain, ty Lips are-kearce wird lince- 
thou drunk'{ laſt. 

Fal. All's one tor tbat. 1 445 (Hedrinke. 
A plague of all Cowards, till, apt. bc M 

P. Henry. What's the Matter ? '2 

Fal. What's the Matter / here be four of us, 
have ta'en a thouſand Pound this Morning. 

P. Henry, Where is it Fack? Where is it? 


Fal. Where is it? taken from us, Kyla 4 1 


poor wur of us. | 
P. Henry. W hat, a hundred, Man? | 
Fal. Iam a Rogue, if I were not at half Sword with 2 
Dozen of them two Hours together, I have - eſcap'd by 
Miracle. I am eight times thruſt through the Doublet, 
four through the Hoſe, my Buckler cut thraugh and 
through, my Sword hack'dlike a Hand-azy,. ecce ſig num. 
Inever dealt better fince l was a Mn; al would not do! A 
8 all Cowards Let them ſpeak; if th e 


peak more or leſs chan Truth, een Sons 
| B 4 P. Henry. 
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© moo Speak Sirs, how was it? 

- Gads. We four ſet upon ſome Dozen. 

Fal. Sixteen atleaſt, my Lord. 

Gads, And bound them. 

Peto. No, no, they were not bound. 

Ful. You Rogue they were bound, every Man of ther, 
er Iam a Few e e, an Hebrew Few, 

Gads. As we were ſharing, ſome fix or ſeven freſh Men 
fet upon us. 
. * — And unbound the reſt, and then came in the 
[ P. Henry, What fought you with them all? 
Fal. A. I know not what ye call All; but if I fought 
not with fifty of them, Iam aBnnch of Radiſn; it there 
were not two or three and fifty upon poor old ach, then 
am Inotwo-legg'd Creature. 

Poins. Pray Heav'n you have not murder 'd ſome of 

Fal. Nay, that ';paſt praying for. 1 have yepper'd two 
of them; two I am ſure | have pay'd, two Rogues in 
Buck ram Suits. I tell thee What, Hal, it I tell thee a 
Lie, ſpit in my Face, call me Horſe; thou know ſt my 
old Ward; here 1 lay, and thus 1 bore my Point; four 
| Rogues inBuckram let drive at me. 
| F. Henry. What, four? thou ſaid'ſt but two, even now. 

Fal. Four Hal, I told thee four, 

Poins. Ay, ay, he faid four. 

Fal. Theſe four came all a-front, and mainly thruſt af 


* me; I made no more ado, but took all their leven Points 


| in my Target, thus. 
| P. Henry. Seven? why there were but four, evcnnow. 
Fal. In Buckram. 
Poins. Ay, four, in Buckram Suits. 
Fal. Seven, by theſe Hilts, or Lam a Villain elſe. - 
P. Henry. Prithee let him alone, we ſhall have more anon. 
Fal. Doſt thou bear me, Hal? 
P. Henry. Ay, and mark thee too, Fack. a 
Lal. Do fo, for it is worth the liſtning to: Thee nine 
in Buckram, that I told thee of | 
A So, un 50% ner 45 
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Poins, Down fell his Hoſe, - | 
Fal. Begam to give me Ground; but I follow'd me 


cloſe, came in Foot and Hand, and witha Thought ſeven Ji 


of the eleven I pay d. | | 
P. Henry. O monſtrous! Eleven Bueluam Men grown 
out ot two! | 
Fal. But as the Devil wou'd have it, three mis-begotten 
Knaves, in Kendal Green, came at my Back, and let drive 
at me; for it was ſo dark, Hal, that thou couldſt not ſee 
thy Hand. | 

P. Henry, Theſe Lies are like the Father that 
them, groſs as a Mountain, open, palpable. Why-t 
Clay-brain'd Guts, thou Knotty-pated Fool, thou whore 
ſon obſcene greaſie Tallow-Catch. | | 

Fal What, art thou mad? Art thou mad? Is not the 
Truth the Truth ? | 

P, Henry. Why, how could'ſt thou know theſe Men in 
KendalGreea, when is was ſo dark, thou could'ſt not ſee 
o Hand? Come tell us your Reaſon: What ſay ſt thou to- 
this ? | | 

Poins, Come, your Reaſon, Fack, your Reaſon ? | 

Fal. What, upon Compulſion ? No; were I at the 

Strappado, or all the Racks in the World, I would not 
tell you on Compulſion. Give you a Reaſon on Com- 
pulſion! if Reaſons were as plenty as Black-Berries, I 
would give no Man a reaſon upon Compulſion, I. | 

P. Henry. I'll be no longer guilty of this Sn. This 
ſanguine Coward, this Bed-preſſer, this Horſeback-brea- 
ker, this huge Hill of Fleſh.. | 

Fal. Away you Starveling, you Elfe-skin, you dry'd 
Neats-Tongue,. Bull-piſle], you Stock-fiſh: O for Breath 
to utter what is like thee? You Tailor's Yard, you Sheath, 
you Bow-Caſe, you vile ſtanding Tuck. 

P Henry. Well, breath a while, and then to't again; 
and when thou haſt tyr'd thy ſelf in bale Comparilons, 
hear me ſpeak but thus. | | 
Poins. Mark Jack, FF, 
P. Henry, We two ſaw you four ſet on four and bound 
them, and were Maſters of their Wealth: Mark now.. 
bo a plain Tale ſhall put you down. Theg.did we two- 
tet on you four, and . th a Word, outfac d iu from your” 


” 
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Prize, and have, it, yea. and can ſhew it you in the Houſe. 
And Falſtaff, you carry'dyour Gutsaway asnimbly, with 
n rity, and roard for Mercy, aud ſtilblran and 
oar d, as ever I heard a Bull - Calf. Whata Slave art thay, 
45 back chy Sword as thou haſt done, and then ſay it was in 
fight ? What Trick? What Device? What ſtarting: Hole 
eauſt thou now find out, to hide thece from this open and 
"apparent Shame? 
now? -Come, let's hear Yack: -what Trick luſt tou 
nom? 
* — T knew ye, as well as he that made ye. Why hear 
my Maſters, was it for me do Kill the Heir apparent? 
4 turn upt i che true Prince? why thou knoweſt I 
am as valiant as Hercules; but beware Inſtinct, the Li- 
on will not touch the true Prince: Inſtinct is a great Mat- 
ter. I was a Coward on Inſtint: I ſhall think the 
better of my ſelf, and thee, during my life; I, for à vali. 
her byew a and thou, for a true Prince. But Lads, - I am 
— $i Have the: Money. Hoſteſs, clap to the daors; 
"Sans to night, pray to morrow. Gallants, Lads, Boys, 
Hearts of Gold, all the good Titles of Fellowſhip come 
to you. What, ſhall we be merry? ſhall we have. a Play 
 extempore ? 
P. Henry. Content, and the Argument ſhall be thy run- 
" ningaway, 
Fal. Ah, no more of that, Hal, if thou lone me. 
= | Enter Hoſteſs, 4 
Hot. My Lord the Prince 
P. Henry. How now, my Lady the Hoſteſs, what 7 
thou to me? 

Hoff. Marry, my Lord, there isa Nobleman of the 
Court at door would ſpeak with you; he lays, he comes 
trom your Father.  / 

P. Henry, Give bim as much as vill make. Wein rojal 
Man, andſend him baeł again to my Mother, | 

Fal. What manner of Man is be? 

Hof. An old Man. 

Fal. 'Whatdoth Gravity out of his bed at tr; 
Sbal give him his Anſwer? 


F. N Pritbee do, Jack. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
Wo 


> & | 


* 


Peto, ſo did you Bardolph : you are Lions too, you ran a 


ſince thou haſt bluſh'd Exrempore; thou hadſt Fire and 


| Here comes comes lean Yack, here comes Bare · bone. How 5 
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Fal. Faich and I'll ſend Ki . 0. \pn 
P. Henry. Now Sirs, — Cir ts xl | You 


1 


no, fie. 

Bard. Faith, I ran when I ſaw others run. 

P. Henry. Tell me. now in earteſt; how came Fol- 
ſtalf's Sword ſo hackt: 3 

Foto. Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and ſaid, he 
would ſwear Truth out of England, but he would make 
2 it was done in fight; and perſwaded us to do 

e like. | e * $ 4 

Bard. Yea, and tickle our Noſes with-Spear-graſs, to 
make them bleed, and then beſlubber our Garments with 
it, and ſwear it was the blood of true Men. - I did that I 
did not thele ſeven years before, I bluſh'd to hear his mon- 
ſtrous Devices. e 

P. Henry. O Villain, thou ſtolleſt a Cup of Sack eigh« 
teen years ago, and wert taken with the Manner, and ever 


way upon Inſtin& ; you will not touch the true Prince, 


N 
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* 
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| 
| 
S word on thy Side, and yet thou ranneſt away: What In= Il 
ſtinct had thou for it? i 2 [i 
Bard. My Lord, do you ſee theſe Meteors ? Do you be- 
hold theſe Exhalations ? | | 
P. Henry. I do, 1 ub 1 1 
Bard. What think you they portend? 3 K 27 3 
P. Henry. Hot Livers, and cold Purſes 
Bard. Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken. ' 
P. Henry, No, if rightly taken, Halter. 
Enter FolltgE+#** | ba un 


— 


: 
' 


: 


R : 
| 
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now my ſweet Creature of Bombaſt, how long ist ago, | 
Fack, ſince thou faw'ſt thy own Knee? r 
Fal. My own Knee? When I was about thy years, Hal, 
1 was not an Eaple's Talon in the Waſte, I could have 
crept into any Alderman's Thumb-Ring: A plague of 
Sighing and Grief, it blows a Man up like a Bladder. There's . 
— news abroad: Here was Sir John Brabytrom 
your Father; you muſt go to the Court in the Morning. 
That ſame mad Fellow of the North, Percy; and he of 
Wales, that gave Amamon the Baſtinado, and made 


* 
« 2235 - 
— 
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Lucifer Cuekold, and ſwore the Devil his true Liege-Maa 
pon the Croſs of a Welſh-hook : What a plague call you 


 Poins. Owen, Glendower, : a 
Fal. Owen, Owen; the ſame, and his Son- in- lay Mor- 
timer, and old Northumberland, and the ſprightly Scot 
of Scots, Dowglaſs, that runs a Horſe-back up a Hill 


icular 
. Henry, He that rides at high ſpeed, and with a Piſtol 
kills a Sparrow flying. 


Fal. You have hit it. 

P. Henry. So did he never the Sparrow, 

Fal. Well, that Raſcal hath good Metal in him, be will 
not run. 

P. Henry. Why, what' a Raſcal art thou then, to 
praiſe him ſo for running? | 

Fal. A Horſeback, ye Cuckow, but a foot he will not 
budgea foot. I, 
P. Henry. Yes, Jack, upon Inſtinct. 

Fal. 1 grant ye, upon Iaſtinct: Well he is there too, 
and one Mordake, and a thouſand blue Caps more. Wor- - 
ceſter is ſtoln away by night: Thy Father's Beard is turn'd 
white with the News : You may buy Land now as cheap 
as ſtinking Mackerel. 

P. Henry. Then 'tis like, if there come a hot Sun, and 
bis civil buffeting hold, we ſhall buy Maidenheads as they 
| * buy Hob-nails, by the Hundred. 1 | 
| Tal. By the Maſs, Lad, thou ſay'ſt true, it is like we 
Fall have good trading that way. But tell me, Hal, art 
vot thou horribly afraid? thou being Heir apparent, could 
the World pick thee out three Enemies again, as that 
Fiend. Dowglaſs, that Spirit Percy, and that Devil Glez- 
der? Art thou not horribly afraid? Doth not thy blood 
grill at it 

P. Henry, Not a whit: I lack ſome of thy Inſtinct. 

Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to morrow, 
when. thou com'ſt to thy Father: It thou do love me, 

practiſe an Anſwer. | X 
P. Henry. Do thou ſtand for my Father, and examine 
me upon the Particulars of my Life. | 

Fal. Shall 1? content: This Chair ſhall be my State, 

this. Dagger my Scepter, and this Cuſhion my Crown. 
| 2. Henry. 
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P. Henry. ug 5 is taken for 2 thy 
lden Scepter, a cad en Dagger, t precious 
| LY Crown for a piti ful bald Crown, | T 
Fal. Well, and the fire of Grace be not quite out of 
thee, now ſhaltthou be moved. Give mea Cup of Sack 
| to make mine Eyes look red, that it may be thought I have 
wept, for I muſt ſpeak in paſſion, and I will do itin King 


Cambyſes vein. 
, P. Henry. Well, here's my ay 
| _ Fal. And here is my Speech; ſtand aſide Nobility, 


Hof. This is excellent Sport, i'faith. 1 

; Fal. Weep not, ſweet Queen, for trickling Tears are 

vain. a ; 

Hoff, O the Father, how he holds his Countenance . 

) Fal. For God's ſake, Lords, convey my triſttul Queen, 
for Tears do ſtop the Flood-gares ot her Eyes. 

. Hoſt. O rare, he doth it as like one of thoſe harlotry 

Players, as ever I ſee. | 

Fal. Peace, goud Pint-pot, peace good Tickle-brain--- 

, Harry, I do not only marvel, where thou ſpendeſt th 

þ> time; butalſo, how thou art accompany'd: For thoug 

the Can omil, the more it is trodden, the faſter it grows: 

) yet. Youth, the more it is waſted, the ſooner it wears. 

Thou art my Son; | have partly thy Mother's Word, 

| partly my Opinion; but chiefly, a villainous Trick of 

F thine Eye, anda fooliſh hanging of thy nether Lip, that ' 

doth warrant me. It then thou be Son tome, here lyeth 


p the Point? why, being Son to me, art thou ſo pointed at? 
t Shall the d Son of Heaven prove a Micher, and cat 
Black-berries? a Queſtion not to be ask d. Shall the Son 
t of England prove à Thief, and take Purſes? a Qeſtion 
| tobe ask d. There isa thing, Harry, which thou haſt 


often heard of, and it is known to many in our Land; 

by the Name of Pitch: This Pitch, as ancient Writers do 

report, doth defile; ſo doth the Company thou keepeſt 3 

, for Harry, now do I not fpeak to thee in Drink, but in 
» Tears, not in Pleaſure, but in Paſſion; not iu Words only, 
| but in Woes alſo; and yet there is a virtuous Man, whom 
3 L have often noted in thy Company, but I know not his 
| ame, | | | 
s 8 4 Henry. What manner of Man, and it like your Ma- 
Kelty ? "Is | 

Fal. 


— —— — —— 2 


— 
— — — — 
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al, Agoadly portly Man i' faith, and corpulent; of 3 
4  Cheartul Look, a pleaſing Eye, . Carriage, 
andas I think, his Age ſome fifty, or, by'rlady, inclinin 
to threeſcore; and now I remember me, his name is rab 
Haff If that Man ſhould be lewdly given, he deceives 
me; for Harry, 1 ſee virtue in his Looks. If then the 
Tree may be knowwby the Fruit, as the Fruit by the Tree, 
i | thenperemptorily I ſpeak it, there is Virtue in that Fal- 
— | ftaff; him keep with, the reſt baniſh, And tell me now 
chou naughty Varlet, tell me, where haſt thou been this 
Month? | x 
| . P. Henry. Volt thou ſpeak like a King ? Do thou ſtand 
for me, and Vl play my Father. | | 
Fial. Depoſe me! if thou doſt it half ſo gravely, fo ma- 
 Jeſtically, both in Word and Matter, bang me up by the 
Heels for a Rabbet-ſucker, or a Poulterers Hare. 
P. Haury. Well, here I am ſet. 


| 

| | 

| Fal. And here I ſtand ; judge, my Maſters, 

P. Henry. Now Harry, whence come you? 

Fal. My noble Lord, from Eaft-cheap. E 

P. Henry. The Complaints J hear of thee are grievous, 

| Fal. I faith, my Lord, they are falſe—— Nay, I'il tickle 

ye fora young Prince. 1 4125 | 

5 P. Henry. Swear'ſt thou ungracious Boy? Hence- 

forth ne er look on me; thou art violently carry d away 

* from Grace; there's a Devil haunts thee, in the likeneſs 

of a fat old Man: a Tun of Man is thy Companion. W by 
doſt thou converſe with that Trunk of Humours, that 
Boulting-Hutch of Beaſtlineſs, that {woln Parcel of Drop- 

ies, that huge Bombard of Sack, that ſtuft Cloak-bag 

| of Guts, that roaſted Manning-Tree Ox with the Pud- 

dings io his Belly, that reverend Vice, that grey Iniquity, 


* 


: 
' * 


| 
| but to taſte Sack and drink it; Wherein neat 
2 — but to carve a Capon andeatit? Wherein 


Funning, but in Craft Wherein crafty, but in Villany ? 
wherein villainous, but in all Things? Wherein worthy, 


but in nothing? 
Fal. I would [your Grace would take me with you: 


f P. Henry, 


* 


Whom means your Grace ? 


that Fath-r Ruffian, that Vanity in Years. W herein is he 


„ 


old Hoſt thit I know is damn'd : if to be fat, be to be ha- 


ſeeming ſo. 


ſoz if Bee him enter. If I become not a Cart as well 
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P. Henry. That villainous abominable Miſ- leader ot 
Youth, Falſtaff, that old white bearded Satan. 2 

Fal. My Lord, the Man l. know. © 

P. Henry. I know thou doſt. | T 

Fal. But to ſay, Lknow more harm in him than in my 
ſelf, were to ſay more than I know. That he is old the 
more's the pity, his white Hairs do witneſs it: But that 
he is ſaving your Reverence, a W hore-maſter, that I, ut- 
terly deny. If Sack and Sugar be a Fault, Heav'n help the 
Wicked: if to be old and merry be a Sin, then many an 


ted, then Pharoah's lean Kine are to be loy'd. No, my 
good Lord, baniſh Pero, baniſh Bardolph, baniſh Poins; 
but for ſweet Fack Falſtaff, kind Jack Falſtaff, true Fack 
Falſtaff, valiant Jack Falſtaff, and therefore more va- 
lint, being as he is old Fact Falfaff, baniſh not him thy 
Harry's Company, baniſh not him thy Harry's Company 
baniſh plump Jacł, and baniſh all the World. . 

P. Henry, Ido, I will. _. ave 

Enter Batdolph running. 

Bard. O, my Lord, my Jord, the Skeriff with a moſt 
monſtrous Watch, is at the Door. | Fe 

Fal. Out you Rogue, play out the Play: I have much to 
fay in the behalf of that Falſtaff. K | 

Enter the Hoſteſs. 

Hoff. O, my Lord, my Lord. | 5 

Fal. Heigh, heigh, the Devil rides upon aſFiddleftick ; 
What's the Matter? | 3 i | 

Hoſt, The Sheriff and all the Watch are at the Door: 
they are come to ſearch the Houſe, ſhall Het them in? 

Fal, Doſt thou hear Hal? never call a true piece of 
Gold a Counterfeit: Thou art eſſentially mad, withour 


q P. Henry. And thou a natural Coward without In- 
r 
Fal. I deny your Maſor; if you will deny the Sheriff, 


as another Man, a plague on my bringing up; hope 1 

ſhall as ſoon be ſtrangled with a Halter, as another. 

P. Henry. Go, hide thee behind the Arras, the 4 
8 W | w 


% 


* 


4% K. HE VET IV. and 
walk above. Now my Maſters, fora true Face and good 


Fal. Boch which1 have had; but their Date is out, and 


theretore Pl hide me. a , +6 
(Exeunt fd, Bardol 
P. Henry. Call in the Shelf 
Enter Sheriff and the Carrier. 
F. Remy. Now Maſter Sheriff, what is your Will with # 
me? 
Sher. Firſt, pardon me, my Lord. A Hue and Cry bath 
follow'd certain Men into this Houſe, 
P. Henry. What Men ? 
Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious . 
a groſs fat Man. 
Car — fat as Butter. 
P. The Man, I do aſſure you is not here, 
| > I 32 Kir at * time have imploy d him; 
And, Sheriff, I will engage my Word to thee, _ 
That I will, by to morrow Dinner time, : 
Send him toanſwer thee, orany Man, 
For any thing he ſhall be charg'd withal: 
Aud ſo let me intreat you leave the Houſe, FO 
Sher. I will, my Lord; there are two Gentlemen 
Have in this Robbery Joſt three hundred Marks. 
P. It may be ſo; if he haverobb'd theſe Men, 
He ſhall e anſwerable; and ſo farewel. 
Sher, Good Night, my noble Lord. 
P. Henry. I think it is good Morrow, is it not? 
Sber. » my Lord, ene, 
| Exit. 
P. Henry. This oily Raſcal isknown as well as Paws; 
gocall him forth. | 
Peto. Falſta af? Faſt aſleep behind the Arras, and ſnort- | 
ing like a Hor 
P. Henry, Hark, how hard he fetches bis Breath : ſearch 
| his Pockets. ds | 
(Ee ſearcheth his Pac kreis, and fndeth certain Papers.) 
P. Henry. What haſt thou found ? 
*  Peto. Nothing but Papers, my Lord. ; 
P Henry. Let's ſeg, what be they? read them. | 
Peto. Item, a Capon; 2 5. 24. 


- 


it. 
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Item, Savyce, 4 4. 6 
Item, Sack, two Gallons, 5 5. 8 d. 
Item, Anchoves and Sack after Supper, 23. 6d. 
Item, Bread, a Half-penny. e 
P. Henry. O monſtrous, but one half Penny worth 
of Bread to this intollerable deal of Sack? What there is 
elſe, keep cloſe, we'!] read it at more advantage; there 
let him ſleep till Day. l' to the Court in the Morning: 
We muſt all to the Wars, and thy Place ſhall be honour- 
able. I'll procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, and 
I know his Death will be a March ot Twelyeſcore.. The 
Money ſhall be paid back again with Advantage. Be 
with me betimes in the Morning; and ſo good morrow, 
Peto. — | | 
Peto. Good morrow, good my Lord. (Exeunt. 


ACT III. 
SCENE I, 


Enter Hot- pur, Worceſter, Tord Mortimer, aud Owen 


Glendower. i — 


| Fs 
Mor. Heſe Promiſes are fair, the Parties fure, 
And our Induction full ot proſperous hope. 
Hot, Lord Mortimer, and Couſin Glendower, 
Fo 8 _ down ? . 
nd Uncle Worceſter — A plague upon it, 
I have fotgot the Map. Pg 25 
MM... — wo. TE. TW a g 
it in Percy, Couſin Hot Ann 
For by that Name. — Lancaſter ou, ſpeak of - you, 
His Cheeks look pale, and with a riſing figh, - | 
He wiſheth you in Heav'n. . 
Hot. And you in Hell, as oft as he hears Owen Glendomer 
1 (l̃ poke of. 
Glend, I eannot blame him; at my Nativity, x, 
The front of Heav'n was full of fiery ſnapes, 
Of burning Creſlets;. and at my Birth, — ͤ BR mY 


4 


— —— 
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The frame and the foundation of the Earth | 
Shak'd like a Coward. 

Hor. Why ſo it would have done at the ſame Seaſon, if 
your Mother s Cat had but kitten d, thou your. ſelf had 
never been born. | 

Glend. I fay the Earth aid ſhake when I was born. 

32 And ſay the Earth was not of my Mind; 

ou ſuppoſe, as fearing you, it ſnook. 
lend. The Heavens were all on fire, the Earth did tremble. 

Hot. Oh, then the Earth ſhook to ſee the Heavens on fire, 
And not in fear of your Nativit | 
Diſeaſed Nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In ſtrange Eruptions; and the teeming Earth 
Is with a kind of Cholick pinch'd and vext, 

By the impriſoningof unruly Wind | 
Within her Womb; which for enlargment bing, 
Shakes the old Beldam Earth, and tumbles down 
Steeples, and moſs-grown Towers. At your Birth, 
Our Grandam Earth, having the Piſtem perature, 
In paſſion ſhook. 
SGlend. Couſin; of many Men 
I do not bear theſe Croſſings: Give me leave 
To tell you once again, that at my Birth 
The front of Heav'n was full of fiery Shapes, 

The Goats ran from the Mountains, and the Herds 
Were ſtrangely clamorous to the frighted Fields; 
Theſe Signs have mark'd me extraordinary. 
Andall the Courſes of of my Life do-ſhew, 
I am not in the Roll — common Men. 
Where is the Living inwiththe'Sea 
Thar chides the — th England, Scotland, and Wales, 
Which calls me Pupil, or hath reati4o ime? + + 
And bring him out, that is but Woman's Son, 
—— — enkooy 1 

mei pace in deep 

Hez, I think there's no Man ſpeaks better Welſh, 
Tiltodinner. 
ort. Peace, Couſin Percy, you will make him mad. 

Glend. 1 can call Spirits from che vaſty Deep. 

Hor. Why, ſo can I, or ſo can any Man: 

But will they * for them? 


4 9 


Glend, 
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Glend. Why, I canteach thee, Couſin, to command 
* [rheDevil. 
Hot. And I can teach thee Coufin, to ſhame rheDeyi), 
— * ruth. Tl Truth apd ſhame the Devil. 
thou have Power to raiſe him, bring him hither, 
And Il be ſworn, I have Power to ſhame him hence. 
Oh, while you live, tell Truth, and ſhame the Devil. 
Mort. Come, come, no more of this unprofitable Chat. 
Glend. Three times hath Henry Bullingbroze made head 
Againſt my Power; thrice from the Barts of Ve, 
And Sandy- bottom 'd Sevirn, have I ſent him, 
Bootleſs home, and Weather: beaten back. ' 
Hor. Home, without Boots, and in foul Weather too! 
How ſcapes he Agues in the Devil's Name? 
Glend. Come, here's the Map: ſhall we divide our 


According to our threefold order ta en? (Right, 


Mort, The Archdeacon hath divided it 
Into three Limits, very equally : | 
England, from Trent, and Severn hitherto, 
By South and Eaſt, is to my part aſſign d: | 
All Weſtward, Wales, beyond the Severn ſhore, . 
And all the fertite Land within tbat bound, 
To Owen Glendower : and dear Coz to ou 
The remnant Northword, lying off trom'Trent. . 
And our Indentures Tripartite are drawn: 
Which ' beiog, ſealed interchangeably, . | 
A Buſineſs that this Night may execute, 
To morrow, Coulin'Percy, you and J, 
And my good Lord of oer, ile . 
To meet your Fa her, and 15 Scorti/h . 
As is appointed us at Shrewshu — 3 
My Father Glendower is not r yyet, 
Nor ſhall we need his help theſe tourteen Days: | 
Within that ſpace, you may have drawn together . 
Your Tenants, Friends, and neighbauring Gentlemen, , 
Glend. A ſhorter time Thall ſend me to,you, .Lords : 

2 in my conduct ſhall your Ladies come. 

From whom you gow muſt teal, and take vo leave, 
For there will be a World af Water ſhed, n. 
Upon the parting of 4280 Wives and you. 
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Hot. Methinks my Moiety, North from Burton here. 
In quantity equals not one of yours: 
See, how this River comes me cranking in, 
And cuts me from the beſt of all my Land, 
A huge half” Moon, a monſtrous Cantle out. 
Il have the Currant in this place dam'd up: 
And here the ſmug, and ſilver Trent ſhall run 
In a new Channel, fair and evenly : 
It ſhall not wind with ſuch a deep Indent, 
To rob me of ſo rich a bottom here. 
Glend. Not wind? It ſhall, it muſt, you ſee it doth, 
Mort, Yea, but mark how he bears his Courſe, 
And runs me up, with like ad vantage on the other ſide, 
Gelding the oppoſing Continent as much, | 
As on the other {ide it takes from you. ek 
Wor. Yes, but alittle Charge will trench him here, 
And on this North fide win this Cape of Land, 
And then he runs ſtraight and even. , 
Hot, I'll have it ſo, alittle charge will do it. 
Glend. Il not have it alter d. 
Hot. Will not you ? 
Glend. No, nor you ſhall not, 
Hot. Who ſhall ſay me nay? 
Glend. Why, that will 1, © Ms 
Hot. Let me not underſtand you then, ſpeak it in Welſh. 
Glend. I can ſpeak Engliſh, Lord, as well as you. 
For I was train d up in the Engliſh Court: 
Where, bein but y I fram'd to the Harp 
Many an Engliſh Ditty, * well. 
And gave the Tongue a helpful Ornament; 
A Virtue that was never ſeen in you. 
Hot, Marry, and [am glad of it with all my Heart, 
I had rather bea Kitten, and cry mew, 
Than one of theſe ſame Mecter-ballad-mongers, 
I bad rather hear a Brazen Candleſtick tun'd, 
Or a dry Wheel grate on the Axel-tree, 
And that would ſet my Teeth on Edge, 
Nothing ſo much as mincing Poetry ; 
Tis like the forc d Gate of a ſhuffling Nag. 
- - Glend, Come, you ſhall have Trent turn d. 
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Hot. I do not care; I'll give thrice ſo much Land 


o any well deſerving Friend; 

But in the way of bargain mark ye me, 

Ill cavil on the ninth-part of a Hair, 

Are the Indenturesdrawn ? Shall we be gone ? 
Glend. The Moon ſhines fair, 

You may away by Night: 

I'll haſte the Writer, and withal, 


Break with your Wives, of your departure hence: 


I am afraid my Daughter will run mad, 
So much ſhe doteth on her Mortimer. 


Ho t. I cannot chuſe; ſometimes he angers me, 
With telling me of the Moldwarp and the Ant, 
Of the Dreamer Merlin, and bis Prophecies; 
And of a Dragon, and a finleſs Fiſh, 

A clip-wing'd Griffin, and a moulten Raven, 

A couching Lion, and a ramping Cat, 
And ſuch a deal of skimble- ble Stuff, 

As wo me from my Faith. I tell you what, 
He held me up laſt Night, at leaſt nine Hours, 
In A the ſeveral Devils Names, 

That were his Lackies: 

Icry'd hum, and well, go too, 


But mark'd him not a word. O, he is as tedious 


As a tir'd Horſe, or a railing Wife, | 
Worſe than a ſmoaky Houle. I had rather live 
With Cheeſe and Garlick in aWindmill far. 
Than feed on Cates, and have him talk to me, 
In any Summer-houſe in Chriſtendom, _ 
_ . Mort, In faith he was a worthy Gentleman; 
Exceedingly well read, and profited, | 
In ſtrange Concealments : | 
Valiant as a Lion, and wondrous affable, 

And as bountiful as Mines of India. 

Shall I tell you, Couſin, 

He holds your temper in a high Reſpect, 

And curbs himſelf even of his natural Scope, 

W hen you do croſs his humour; faith he does. 


Exi 
Mort. Fie, Couſin Percy, how you croſs my Father. 
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I warrant you, that Man i is not alive. 
Might ſo have tempted him, as you have done, 
Without the taſte of danger, and reproot. 
But do not uſe it oft, let me intreat you. 

Wor. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilfal b 


| Andfince your comin ng hither, have done enough, 


To put him quite beſide his Patience: 

You = learn, — to amend this fault: 
Thou imes it s Greatneſs, Courage, Blood 
And that is the deareſt grace it renders you; 

Yet oftentimes it doth preſent harſh rage, 

Defe& of manners, want of government, 

Pride, haughtineſs, opinion and diſdain: 

The leaſt of which, haunting a Nobleman, 
Loſeth Mens bearts,and eavesbehind a ain 1 a7” 
Upon the beauty of all parts beſides, TG, 
Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hot. Well, lam fchooV' d:. 7 
Good-manners be your ſpeed; 1 45 AK ol bas 
Here come our Wives, and ei 1 

Enter reed the Lailes >: : 

Mor. This is che deadly ſſ pight me, 452 

My Wife can ſpeak no Engliſh, me | 
Glend, My Daughter weeps, ſhe'll not part with you, 


She'll be a Soldier too, ſhell to the Wars. 


Mor. Good Father tell her, that ſhe and my Aunt Pre 

Shall follow in your Conduct ſpeedily. 

(Glendower ſpeaks to ber in rler 2 ſhe anſwers k um 
in the ſame. | 9 
Glend- She is deſperate here: 12351 798 oe PETRA 

A peeviſh ſelf-wil*d Harlotry, Ac 

One that Perſwvaioncan do good upon. 

(The Lady ſheaks i in wan. 
Mor. I underſtand thy Looks; that pretty Welſh, _ _ 

W hich thou pour'ſt down trom theſe ſwelling: theay” on!” 

I am too perfect in, and but for ſhame, or ls l 

In ſucha parly ſhould —— — * 

Te againin Well, 
Mor, 1 underſtand thy Killes, and thou mine, 
And that's a feeble Diſputation: 
But I will never be aTruant, Love, 
4 f Till 


——— 
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Till I have learn'd thy Language: For thy Tongue - 

Makes Welſh as ſweet as Ditties 5 highly penn'd, 

Sung by a fair Queen in a Summers Bower, 

With raviſhing Diviſion to her Lure. 

Glend, Nay, it thou melt, theriwill ſherun mad. 
( Tbe lady ſpeaks again in ven. 
Mor. O, Tam ignorance it ſeif in this, 

| Glend. She bids n . 

On the wanton Ruſhes lay youdown, 9 

And reſt your gentle Head upon 

And ſhe will ting the Song — Ne TO < 

And on your Eye. Lids ctowirtks God ot Sleep: 

Charmin 2 Blood with pleaſing heavmeſs; 

Making uch cr Hood with Heating heavinſty 

As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, 

The Hour before the heav'nly harnefi'd Team 

Begins his golden Progreſs in the Eaſt. 

: Mo?. With all my Heart LIl fit, aud hear her ling: 

By that time will our BVok, Tthink be drawn. 
Glend. Do ſo; 3 

Andthote Muſtcians that ſhall py to you 

— * the Air a thouſand Bedgurs from heuee; 

reight they ſhall be here: Sit, and attend. 
Hot. Come, Kare, thou art perfect in lying down: 

Come, quick, quick, that I may lay my Heas in thy Lap. 
Lady. Go, ye giddy Gooſe. (Ihe Muſutk oye. 
Hot. Now I perceive the Devil underſtands Welſh, 

And'tis no marvel he is ſo humorous: 

By'rlady he's a good Muſician. 

Lady. Then would you be nothing but Muſical, 

For you are altogether govern'd by Humeurs: 

Lie ſtill ye Thief, and hear the Lady ſing ins Hh. 
Hot. I had rather hear, Lady, my Brachhewlin. Iſh. . 
Lady. Would ſt have thy Head broken # | 
Hor. No. 

Lady. Then be till. 


Hot. Neither, 8 s Fault. „ 24D 
Lady, Now God help t rn Wagt 
Hor. To the Welſh ede is 0011 30 


_= What's that? 


— ̃ꝓw:.F— 
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Hor. Peace, ſhe ſings. 
( ere the Lady fag a Veth Song, 

Come, Til have your Song too. 

Lady. Not mine, in 
Hor. Not yours, in good ſooth! 
You ſyvear like a Comiit · maker's Wife, 
Not you, in good ſooth; and, as true as I live; 
And, as God ſhall mend me; and, r 
And giveſt ſuch Sarcenet ſurety for thy Oaths, 
Asi hes cover wallet farther then — 
Swear me, Kate, like a 2 as thou art, 
Agood mouth · filling Oath — 


And 224 proteſt of Bread, 
ToVelvetGuards, — A 
Come . f 
will not ſing. 
Hot. . turn Tailor, or to be Red. 


breaſt Teacher: An the be drawn, I'll away 

within theſe two Hours: And ſo come in when ye will. 
(Exit. 

SGlend. Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you are as flow, 

As hot Lord Persy is on fire to go, 

By this our Book is drawn : Wewil but fel, 

And then to Horſe immediately. | - 

Aor. With all my Heart. (Exeunt. 

$ CENE II. 
Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, Lords andothers. 
King Henry, 


Lords, give us leave: 
The Prince of Wales, and I, 
Muſt have ſome private Conference, 
But be near at hand, 


For weſhall preſently have need of 
__ (Exennt Lords, 


I know not whether Heav'n will have it ſo, 
For ſome diſpleaſing Service I have done; 
That in his tecret Doom, out of my Blood, 

- He'llbreed Revengement, and a Scourge for me: 
But thou doſt in thy Paſſages of Life, 

Make me belicve that thou art only mark d 

* the bot Vengeance, and the Rod of Hear'n 


Ts 


_ 
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To puniſh my miſs-treadings. Tell me elſe, 
Could ſuch inordirate and low Deſires, hr 
| Such poor, ſuch baſe, ſuch lewd, ſuch mean Attempts, 
Such barren Pleaſures, rude Society, 
As thou art match'd withal, and grafted to, 
Accompany theGreatneſs of thy Blood, 
And hold their level with thy-princely heart ? 
P. Heury. So pleaſe your Majeſty, I would I could 
Quit all Offences with as clear excuſe, 
As well as I am doubtleſs, I can purge 
My ſelf. of many Iam charg'd withal: 
Yet ſuchextenuation let me beg, 
Asin reproof of many Tales devis'd, 
Which oft the Ear of Greatneſsneeds muſt hear, 
By ſmiling Pick-thanks, and baſe News-mongersz 
I may for ſome things true wherein my Tout 
Hath faulty wander'd and irregular, 
Find pardon on my true Submiſſion, 
K. Henry. Heav'n pardon thee: 
Yet let ine wonder, Harry, 
At thy Affections, which do hold a Win 
Quite from the flight of all thy Anceſtors. 1 
Thy place in Council thou haſt rudely loſt, - 
Which by thy younger Brother is ſupply'd ; 1 
And art almoſt an Alien to the Hearts 
Of all the Court and Princes of my Blood. 
The _ and Expectation ot thy time 
Is ruin'd, and the Soul of every Man 
Prophetically does fore-think thy Fall, 
Had I ſo laviſh of my preſence been, 
So common hackney'd in the Eyes of Men, 
So ſtale and cheap to vulger Company; 
Opinion, that did help me to the Crown, 
Had ſtill kept loyal to poſſeſſion, 
And left me in reputeleſs Baniſnment, 
Apellow of no Mark nor Liklihood. 
By being ſeldom ſeen, I could not ſtir, 
But like a Comet, 1 was wondred at; 
That Men would tell their Children, This is he. 
Others would ſay, Where? which is Bullingbroie? 
And then I ſtole all Courtiſie from Heav'n, 


C And 
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And dreſt my ſelf in ſuch Humility, _ 

That 1 did pluck Allegiance from Mens Hearts, 
Loud Shouts and Saluration from their Mouths, 
Even in the preſence of the crowned King. 
Thus I did keep my Perſon freſh and new, 

My preſence like a robe pontifical, | 
Ne'er ſeen, but wondred at; and ſo my State, 
Seldom but ſumptuous, ſhewed like a Feaſt, 
And won by rareneſs ſuch Solemnity. | 


— Theskipping King he ambled up and down, 


With ſhallow Jeſters, and raſh Bavin Wits, 
Soon kindled, and ſoon burnt, carded his State, 
Mingled his Royalty with carping Fools, 


Had his great Name profaned with their Scorns, 


And gave his Countenance, againſt his Name, 
To laugh at gybing Boys, and ſtand the puſh 
Of every beardleſs vain comparative; 
Grew a Companion to the common Streets, 
Eufeoff d himſelf to popularity: 

That being daily ſwallowed by Mens Eyes, 


They ſurfeited with Honey, and began to loath 


The taſte of ſweetneſs, whereof a little 

More than a little, is by much too much; 

So when he had occaſion to be ſeen, 

He was but as the Cuckow is in June, 

Heard, not regarded; ſeen, but with ſuch Eyes, 
As ſick and blunted with community, | 
Afford no extraordinary gaze, 

Such as is bent on Sun- like Majeſty, 

When it ſhines ſe dom in admiring Eyes: 

But rather drow d, and hung their Eye-lids down, 
Slept in his Face, and rendred ſuch Aſpect 

As cloudy Men uſe to their Adverſaries, 


Being with his preſence glutted, gorg'd, and full. 


And in that very Line, Harry, ſtand'ſt thou; 


For thou haſt loſt thy princely privilege, 


With vile participation. Not an Eye 

But is a-weary of thy common ſight, | 
Save mine which hath deſit'd to ſee thee more: 
Which now doth, that I would not have it do, 
Make blind it ſelf with fooliſh Tenderneſs. 
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P. Henry. I ſnall hereafier, my thrice gracious Lord. 
Be more my ſelt. : 
K. Henry. For all the World, 
As thou art to this hour, was Richard then, 
When | from France ſet forth to Ravenſpurg z 
And even as I was then, is Percy now: 
Now by my Scepter, and my Soul to boot, 
He hath more worthy Intereſt to the State 
Than thou, the Shadow of Succeſſion, 
For of no Right, nor Colour like to Right, 
He doth fill Fields with Harneſs in the Realm, 
Turns head againſt the Lion's armed Jaws; 
And being no more in Debt to years than thou, 
Leads ancient Lords, and reverend Biſhops on 
To bloody Battels, and to bruſing Arms. 
What never-dying Honour hath he gor, 
Againſt renowned Domglaſ, whoſe high deeds, 
Whoſe hot Incurſions, and great Name in Arms, 
Holds from all Soldiers chiet Majority, 
And military Title Capital, 
Through all the Kingdoms that acknowledge Chriſt, 
Thrice bath the Hotſpur Mars, in ſwathing Cloaths, 
This Infant Warrior, in his Enterpriſes, 
Diſcomfited great Dow2laſs, ta'en him once, 
Enlarged him, and madea Friend of him, 
To fill the Mouth of deep Defiance up, 
And ſhake the Peace and Safety of our Throne. 
And what ſay you to this? Percy, Northumberland, 


The Arch-biſhop'z Grace of York, Dowglafs, and Mortimer, 


Capitulate againſt us, and are up. 

But wherefore do l tell this News to thee? . 

Why, Harry, do [ tell thee of my Foes, 

Which art my near'ſt and deareſt Enemy ? 

Thou art like enough, through Vaſſal Fear, 

Baſe Inclination, and the ſtart of Spleen, 

To fight againſt me under Percy's Pay, 

To dog his Heels, and curtſie at his Frowns, 

To ſhow how much thou art degenerate. 
P. Henry. Do not think ſo, you ſhall not find it ſo. 

And Heav'n forgive them, that ſo much have ſway d 
Your Majeſty's good * away from me; 
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I will redeem all this on Percy's Head, 
And in the cloſing of ſome glorious Day, 
Be bold to tell you that I am your Son, 
When I will wear a Garment all of Blood. 
And ſtain my Favours in a bloody Mak: 


3 


Which wafht away, ſhall ſcour my Shame with it. 


And that ſhall be the Day, when e er it lights, 
That this ſame'Child of Honour and Renown, 
This gallant Hot- pur, this all-praiſed Knight, 
And your unthought- ot Harry, chance to meet: 
For every Honour ſitting on his Helm, 

Would they were multitudes, and on my Head 
My Shames redoubled. For the time will come, 
That I ſhall make this Northern Youth exchange 


Lis glorious Deeds for my Indignities: 


Percy is but my Factor, good my Lord, 
T*engroſs up glorious Deeds on my behalf; 


And i will call him to ſo ſtri& account, 


That he ſhall render every Glory up, 
Yea, even the ſlighteſt Worſhip of his Time, 
Or 1 will tear the Reckoning from his Heart. 
This, in the Name of Heav'n, I promiſe here: 
The which if I perform, and do ſurvive, 
Ido beſeech your Majeſty, may ſalve | 
The long- grown Wounds of my Intemperature; 
If not, the end of Lite cancelsall Bonds, 
And I will die a hundred thouſand Deaths, 
Ere break the ſmalleſt Parcel of this Vow. _ 
K. Henry. A hundred thouſand Rebels die in this: 


Thou ſhalt have Charge, and Soveraign truſt herein. 


Enter Blunt. 


How now, good Punt? Thy Looks are full of ſpecd, 


Blunt. So is the Fus'neſs that I come to ſpeak of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſent word, 
That Domglaſs and the Engliſh Rebels met 
Theeleventh of this Month, at Shrewsbury- 
A migb y and a fearful Head they are, 


If promiſes be kept on every Hand, 


As ever offered foul play in a State. 


K. Henry. The Earl of Veſtmorland ſet forth to Day: 


With him my Son, Lord John of Lancaſter, 
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For this Advertiſement is five Days old. 
On Wedneſdoy next, Harry, thou ſhalt ſet forward: 
On Ihurſday, we ourſelves will march. 
Our meeting is Bridgnorth: And Harry, you | 
Shall march through Gloceſterſhire ; By which account, 
Our Buſineſs valued, ſome twelve Days hence, 
Our general Forces at Bridgnorth ſhall meet. 
Our Hands are full of Bus'neſs: Let's away, 
Advantage feeds them fat, while we delay. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 
„Fal. Bardolph, am I not fall'n away vilely,fince this laſt 
Action? Do I not bate? Do I not dwindle ? W hy wy Skin 
hangs about me like an old Lady's looſe Gown : 1 am Wi- 
thered like an old Apple John. Well I'll repent, and ſud- 
denly, while I am in ſome liking : I ſhall be out of Heart 
ſhortly, and then I ſhall have no Strength to repent. And 
I have not forgotten what the inſide af a Church is made 
of, Iam a Pepper Corn, a Brewers Horſe ; the inſide of 2 
Church! Company, villainous Company hath becn the 
ſpoil of me. | | 
* Bard. Sir John, you are ſo fretful, you cannot live 
Fal. Why there is it; come ſing me a bawdy Song 
to make me merry: 1 was as virtuouſly given, as a Gen- 
tleman need to be; virtuous enough; ſwore little, dic'd 
not above ſeven times a Week, went to a Bawdy- 
houſe not above once in a Quarter ot an Hour; paid 
Mony that I borrow'd three or tour times; liv'd well, and 
in good Compaſs; and now 1 live out of all order, out of 
Compaſs. - r | ; 
Bard, Why you are ſo fat Sir John, that you muſt 
needs be out of Nee of all reaſonable Compaſs 
Sir John. We | | . 
-_ Do thou amend thy Face, and I'll amend my life. 
Thou art our Admiral, thou beareſt the Lanthorn in the 
Poop, but tis in the Noſe of thee; thou art the K night ot 
the burning Lamp. 3 8 
Bard. Why, Sir ohn, my Face does you no harm. . 
C 3 Fal. 
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Fal. No, I'll be worn; I make as good uſe of it, ay 
many a Man doth of a Death's-head, or a Mem 
I never ſee thy Face, but I think upon Hell Fire, and Di- 
res that liv'd in Purple; for there he is in his Robes bur- 
ning. If thou wert any way given to Virtne, I would 
ſwear by thy Face; my Oath ſhould be by this Fire: But 
thou art altogether given over; and wert indeed, but for 
the Light in thy Face, the Sun of utter Darkneſs. When 
thou rannꝰſt up Gads-hillin the Night to catch my Horſe, 
it I did not think thou hadſt been an Ignis fatuus, or a 
Ball of Wild-fire, there's no Purchaſe in Mony, O, thou 
art a perpetual Triumph, an everlaſting Bonfire Light; 
thou baſt ſayed me a t houſand Mar ks in Links andTorches, 
walking with thee in the Night betwixt Tavern and Th- 
vern; but the Sack that thou haſt drunk me, would have 
bought me light as good cheap, at the deareſt Chandlers in 
Eurobe. I have maintain d that Salamander of yours with 
Fire, any time this two and thirty Years, Heav'n reward 
mL ior it. | 
Bard. T would my Face were in your Belly. 
Fal. So ſhould I be ſure to be heart-burn'd, 
| Enter Hoſteſs. 
How now, Dame Partlet the Hen, have you enquir'd yet 
who pick d my Pocket? 2 
Heſt. Why, Sir Fehn, what do you think, Sir John? 
Do you think I keep Thieves in myHoulſe? I have ſearch'd, 
1 have enquir d, fo has my Husband, Man by Man, Boy 
dy Boy, Ser vant by Servant: the tight of a Hair was ne- 
ver loſt in my Houſe before. 
Fal. Le lie, Hoſteſs; Bardolph was ſhav'd, and loſt many 
Hair, and I'll be ſworn my Pocket was pick'd : Go to, 
1 * Pe ES 
Hoſt. Who I? I defic thee; I was never call'd ſo in mine 
oven Houſe before. PP. bs 
Fal. Goto, I know you well enough, 
| Hsft. No, Sees Lou do not know me, Sir John; 
Ixnow you, Sir John; You owe me Money, Sir John, 
and now you pick a quarrel to beguile me of it; I bought 
| -  youa Dozen of Shirts to your Back. 
| Fal. Dowlas, filthy Dowlas : | have given them away 
\ 


| to Bakers Wives, and they have made Boulters of _ 
| a Hos, 


to Mori. 
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I'll not paya Denier. What, will you make x Yonker ot 
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Hoſt. Now as I am a true Woman, Holland of Eight 
Shillings an Ell: You owe Mony here beſides, Sir John, 
for your Diet and by Drinkings, and Money lent you, four 
and twenty Pounds. 

Fal. He had his part of it, let him pay. 

Hoſt. He? alas! he is poor, he hath nothing. 


Fal. How? poor ? Look upon his Face: 4e. you 
C 


rich? Let him coin his Noſe, let him coin hisCheeks, 


me? Shall I not take mine caſe in mine Inn, but I ſhall 
have my Pocket pick d? I have loſt a Seal-Ring of my 
Grandtathers, worth forty Marks. | 
Hoſt. 1 have heard the Prince tell him, I know not how 
oft, that the Ring was Copper. 
Fal. How? the Prince is a Fact, a ſneak-Cup3 and if 
he were here, I would cudgel him like a Dog, if he would 
ſay fo. | 


Enter Prince Henry marching and Falſtaff meet. him, play- 
ing on his Truncheon like @ Fife. 

Fal. How now, Lad? is the Wind in that Door? Muſt 
we all march? f 

Bard. Vea, two and two, Newgate Faſhion, 

Hoſt. My Lord, I pray you hear me. 

P. Henry. What ſay'ſt thou, Miſtreſs Quickl; ? How 
does thy Husband ? 1 love him well, he is an honeſt 
Man | 


Hoſt, Good, my Lord, hear me. 

Fal. Prithee let her alone, and liſt to me. 

P. Henry. What ſay ' ſt thou, Jack? 

Fal. The other Night I fell aſleep here behi nd the Arras, 
and had my Pocket pickt: This Houſe is tun d Ba dy- 
houſe, they pick Pockets. 

P. Henry. What didſt thou loſe, Fack ? 

Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? Three or four Bonds 
of forty Pound a-piece, and a Seal-Ring of my Grand- 
father's. : 

P. Henry. A Trifle, ſome Eight-penny-Matter.. 

Hoſt. So I told him, my Lord; and I id, I heard your 
Grace ſay ſo: And, my Lord, he ſpeaks moſt 'vilely of 
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you, like a foul-mouth'd Man as he is, and {aid he would 
eudgel you. | is 
P. Henry, What! hedid not ? 
Hoſt. There's neither Faith, Truth, nor Woman-hood 
in me elſe. 255 | 
Fal. There's no moreFaithin thee than in a ſtew'dPruen 
nor no more Truth in thee than in a drawn Fox; and for 
Woman hood, Maid-Mar'an may be the Deputies Wife of 
the Ward to thee. Go you nothing, go. 
Hoſt. Say, what thing? What thing ? | 
Fal. What thinz? Why a thing to thank Heav'n on, 
Hoſt. | am nothing to thank Heav'n on, I would 
thou ſhouldſt know it: I am an honeſt Man's Wife; 
and - etting thy Knight-bood aſide, thou art a Knave to call 
me ſo, 
Feral. Setting thy Woman-hood aſide, thou art a Beaſt to 
ay other wiſe. 
Hoſt. Say, what Beaſt, thou Knave thou? 
Fal. What Beaſt? why an Otter. 
P. Henry. An Otter, Sir Fobn, why an Otter? 
Fal. Why? ſhe's neither Fiſh nor Fleſh ; a Man knows. 
not where to have her. | 4 
Hoſ?, Thou art an unjuſt Man in ſaying fo; thou, or 
any Man, knows where to have me, thou Knave thou, 
P. Henry. Thou fay'ſt true, Hoſteſs, and he ſlanders 
thee moſt grofly. | 
Hoſt. So he doth you, my Lord, and ſaid this other Day, 
you ow'd him a thouſand Pound. 
P. Henry. Sirrah, do I owe you a thouſand Pound? 
Fal, Athouſand Pound, Hal? A Million ; thy love is 
is worth a Million: Thou ow'ſt me thy Love. 
' Hoſt. Nay, my Lord, he call'd you Fack, and ſaid he 
would cudgel you. | | 
Fal. Did I, Bardolph ? 
Bard. Indeed, Sir Fehn, you ſaid ſo. 
Fal. Yea, if he ſaid my Ring was Copper 
P. Henry. I ay tis Copper. Dar'ſt thou be as good as 
thy word now ? 
Fal. Why, Hal, thou know'ſt, as thou art but a Man 
I dare, but as thou art a Prince, 1 fear thee, as I fear the 
roaring of the Lion's Whelp. 
SI : P. Henry. 
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1 P. * And why not as the Lion ? 
e 


Ful. The King himſelf is to be fear d as the Lion; do ſt 
thou think I'll tear thee, as L fear thy Father? Nay, if C 
do, let my Girdle break. Re FO 

P. Henry. O, if it ſhould, how would thy Guts fall a- 
bout thy Knees. But Sirrah, there's no room for Faith, 
Truth, nor Honeſty, in this Boſom of thine; it is all 
filld up with Guts and Midriff, Charge an honeſt Wo- 
man with picking thy Pocket! why thau whorſon impu- 


dent, imboſt Raſcal, if there were any thing in thy Pocket, 


but Tavern Reckonings, Memorandums of Bawdy-houſes,. 
and one poor Penny-worth of Sugar-candy to make thee : 


long winded; if thy Pockets were enrich'd with any o- 


— 


ther Injuries but theſe, I am a Villain; and yet you will 


ſtand to it, you will got pocket up wrongs. Art thou not 


aſham'd ? 

Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? Thou know'ſt inthe Nate ot 
Innocency, Adam fell; and what would poor Jack Fal- 
ſtaff do, in the Days ot Villany 2? Thou ſeeſt, I have more 
fleſh than another Man, and therefore more Frailty, T0. 


_ confeſs then you pickt my Pocket! 


P. Henry. It appears ſo by the Story. 
Fal. Hoſteſs, 1 forgive thee: 


Go make ready Breakfaſt; love thy Husband, 


Look to thy Servants, and ckeriſh thy Gueſts; 


- Thou ſhalt find me tractable to any honeſt Reaſon: 


Thou ſeeſt, I am pacify'd ill. 
Nay, I prithee be gone. 
[ Exit Hoſteſs. 
Now, Hal, to the News at Court for the Robbery, Lade- 
How is that anſwer'd? | 
P. Henry. O my ſweet Beef, 
1 muſt ſtill be good Angel to thee. 
The Mony is paid back again. 3 
e O, Ido not like that paying back; tis a double: 
1 : * 
P. Henry. Tam good Friends with my Father, ani may 
do any thing. . 
Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the firſt thing thou doc 
and do it with un-waſh'd hands too. | 
Ine C5, 2 Bur AA. 
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Bard. Do, my Lord. | | | 

5 P. Henry. I have procui'd thee, Jack, a Charge of 
D | | 
 Fal. I would it had been of Horſe. Where ſhall I find one 


that can ſteal well? O, for a fine Thief, of two and twen- 


ty, or thereabout; I am heinouſly unprovided. Well, 


God be thanked for theſe Rebels, they offend none but the 
_ Virtuous. - I laud them, I praiſe them. 


P. Henry. Bardolph. 

Bard. My Lord. | | 

CINE Go bear this Letter to Lord John of Law 
cajler. : 

Tomy Brother John, This to my Lord of Weſimorland. 

Go Peto, to Horſe; for thou, and 1, | | 

Have thirty Miles to ride yet ere Dinner time. 

Fack, meet me to Morrow in the Imple- Hall 


At two a Cock in the Afternoon, 


There ſhalt thou know thy Charge, and there receiv 
Mony, and Order for their Furniture. 

The Land is burning, Percy ſtands on high, 
And either they, or we muſt lower lye. 

Fal. Rare words; brave World -- 
Hoſteſs, my Breakfaft, come: 
Oh, I could wiſh this Tavern were my Drum, 
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Z nterHHot-ſpur, Worceſter, and Dowglaſs. 


Bot. \ laid, my noble Scor, if ſpeaking Truth 
151 wW 110 this fine Age, were not thought flattery, 

Such attribution ſhould the Dowglaſ; have, | 
As not a Soldier of this Seaſons ſtamp, | 
Should go ſo general currant through the World, 
By Heav'n 1 cannot flatter: I defie 

The Tonguesof Soothers, But a braver place 


It 
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Why comes he not himſelf? 
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In my Heart's love, hath no man than your ſelf. 
Nay, task me to my word ; approve me, Lord. 
Dow. Thou art the King ot Honour: 

No Man fo potent breaths upon the Ground, 
But I will beard bim, i 
Enter a Meſſenger. | 
Hot. Do ſo; and 'tis well What Letters haſt thou 
I can but thank you. | (there — 
Meſſ. Theſe Letters come from your Father. 
Hot. Letters from him? TTY 


Meſſ. He cannot come, my Lord,. 
He is grievous ſick. 

Hot. How ! Has he the leiſure to be fick now, . 
In ſuch a juſtling time? Who leads his Power + 
Under whoſe Government come they along ? 

Meſſ. His Letters bears his, Mind, not I his Mind, 

or. I prithee tell me, doth he keep his Bed? | 

Meſſ. He did, my Lord, four Days ere I ſet forth: 
And at the time of my departure thence, 

He was much fear'd by his Phyſician, 

Wor. I would the ſtate of time had firſt been whole, 
Ere he by Sickneſs had been vilited ; 

His Health was never better worth than now. 

Hot. Sick now? Droop now? This Sickneſs doth ' in- 
The very Life-bluod of our Enterpriſe, (fe&: 
Tis catching hither, even to our Camp. | 
He writes me here that inward Sickneſs 
And that his Friends by deputation 
Could not ſo ſoon be drawn: Nor did he think it mee 
To lay fo dangerous and dear a truſt 
On any Soul remov'd, but on his oπꝗn. 

Vet doth he give us bold advertiſement, a 

That with our ſmall Conjunction we ſnould on, 

To ſee how Fortune is diſpos'd to us, 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now., 

Becauſe the King is certainly poſſeſt 

Of all our Purpoſes. W hat {ay you to it? 
Wor, Your.Father's Sickneſs is a maim tous. 


Ha. 
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| Hot. A periious Gaſh, a very Limb lopt off: 
And yet, in faith, *tis not; Bis preſent want 

Seems more. than we ſhall find it. Were it good 

To ſet the exact Wealth of all our States 0 

All atone Caſt ? To ſet ſet ſo rich a Mine 

On the nice hazard of one doubtful Hour, 

It were not good; for therein ſhould we read 

The very bottom, and the Soul of hope, 


The very Liſt, the very utmoſt bound 
Of all our Fortunes. 


Dow. Faith, and ſo we ſhould, 
W here now remainsa ſweet Reverſion. 
We may boldly ſpend, upon the hope 
Of whatistocomein: © | 
A comfort of retirement lives in this. 
Het. A Rendezvous, a Home to flieunto, 
It that the Devil and Miſchance look big 
Upon the Maidenhead of our Affairs. 
Wor. But yet I would your Father had been here: 
The Quality and heir of our attempt 
Brooks no diviſion: it will be thought 
By ſome, that knows not why he is away, 
That wiſdom, loyalty, and mere diſlike 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earl from hence, 
And think, how ſuch an apprehenſion 
May turn the tide of fearful faction, 
And breed a kind of queſtion in our cauſe: | 
For wel] you know, weof th' offending fide, 
* Muſt keep aloof from ſtrict arbitrement,  - 
And ſtop all ſight-holes, every loop, from whence 
The Eye ot Reaſon may pry in upon us: 
This abſence of your Father draws a Curtain, 
That ſhews the ignorant a kind ot fear 
Before not dreamtlupon. 
Hot. You train too far. 
I rather of hisabſence make this uſe : 
It lends a luſtre, and more great opinion, 
A larger dare to your greatenterpriſe, _ f 
Than if the Earl were here: for Men muſt think, 
If we without his help can make a Head, 
To puſh againſt the Kingdom; with his help, * 
6 we 
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We ſhall o'erturnit topſie-· turvy down. „ 
Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole. 

Dow, As heart can think ; there is not ſuch a word 
Spoken of in Scotland, as this dream of ſear. 

SCENE II. 
Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 

Hot. My Couſin Vernon, welcome by my ſoul. 

Ver. Pray God my news be worth a welcome, Lord: 
The Earl of Weſtmorland, ſev'n thouſand ſtrong, _ 
Is marching hither, with Prince John of Lancaſter. 

Hot. No harm; what more? 

Per. And farther, I have learn'd, 

The King himſelf in perſon hath ſet forth, 
Or hitherwards intended ſpeedily, 
With ſtrong and mighty preparation. 

Hot. He ſhall be welcome too: where is his ſon? 

The nimble-footed mad-cap Prince of Wales, 
And his Comrades, that dattthe World afide 
And bid it paſs ? Sg 

Ver, Allturniſht, all in Arms, 

All plumrd like Eſtridges, that with the wind 
Baited like Eagles, having lately bath'd : 

Glittering in Golden coats like images, 

As full of Spirit as the month ot May, 

And gorgeous as the ſunat Midſummer, 

Wanton as youthful Goats, wild as young Bulls. 
I {aw young Harry, with his beaver on, 

His cuiſſes on his thighs, gallantly arm'd, 

Riſe from the Ground like feather'd Mercury; 
And vaulted with ſuch caſe into his ſeat, 

As if an Angel dropt down from the Clouds, 
To turn and wind a fiery Pegaſus, 
And witch the World with noble Horſemanſhip. 

Hot, No more, no more; worſe than the Sun in Mares 
This praiſedoth nouriſh agues; let them come. . 
They come like ſacrifices in their trim, : \ 
And to the fire-ey'd maid of ſmoaky war, 

All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them. 
The mailed Mars ſhall on his altar ſit 

Up to the Ears in Blood. I am on fire, 

To hear this rich repriſal is ſo nigh, 
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And yet not ours. Come let me take my Horſe, . 

Who is to bear me like a thunder - bolt, 

Againſt the boſom of the Prince of Wales. 

Harry to Harry ſhall, and horſe to horſe 

Meet, and ne'er part, till one drop down a coarſe: 

Oh, that Glendower were come. 
Ver. There is more news: « 

Ilearn'd in Horcefter, as I rode along, a 

He cannot draw his power this fourteen days. | 

Dow, That's the worſt tidings that I hear of, " ooh » 
Wor. Ay, by my faith, that opt froſty ſoun 
Hot. What may the King's whole battle reach unto} - 
Ver. Tothirty thouſand. 
Hot. Forty let it be, 

My Father and Glendower being both away, 

The pow'rof us may ſerve ſo great a Day. 

Come, let us take a muſter ſpeedily: :: 

Dooms-day is near; die all, die merrily. 
Dow. Talk not of dying, I am outof fear- ä 

Of Death, or Death's Hand, for this one half year. 


Etat, 
SCENE III. b 
| Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 
Fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry; fill mea 
bottle of ſack: our ſoldiers ſhall march through: well 
to Surton-cop-hill to night. | 
Bard: Will you give me mony, captain? 
Fol. Lay out, lay out. ay 
Bard. This bottle makes an Angel. 
Fal. And it it do, take it for thy labour; and if it make 
twenty, tak e them all, I'll anſwer the coynage, Bid my 
lieutenant Peto meet me at the town's end. | 

Bard. I will, captain; farewel. 25 (Exit. 
Fial. If I be not aſham'd of my ſoldiers, I ama ſowcu 
gurnet: I have miſ-us d the King's preis damnably. I 
© have got in exchange ot an hun ſred and fifty ſoldiers, 
three hundred and odd pounds. I preſs me none but 
4 houſholders, yeomens ſons; enquire me out 
contracted batchelors, ſuch as had been as k d twice on 
the banes: ſuch a commodity of warm ſlaves, as had 
e as live hear the devil, as a drum; ſuch as fear the report 
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ol .aculvetin, worſe than a ſtruck-tow!l, or 2 hurt. wild 
« duck, I preis me none but ſuch toaſts and butter, 
* with hearts in their bellies no bigger than pins heads, and 
* they have bought out their ſervices: and now my whole 
charge conſiſts of ancients, corporals, lieutenants, 
« gentlemen of companies, ſlaves as ragged as Lazarus 
in the painted cloth, where the glutton's dogs licked his 
« ſores; and ſuch as indeed were never ſoldiers, but diſ- 
_ © carded unjuſt ſervingmen, younger ſons to younger 
brothers: revolted tapſters, and oſtlers trade-fall'n, the 
© cankers of a calm world and long peace; ten times 
* morediſhonourably ragged, than an old fac'd ancienty 
and ſuch have Ito fill up the rooms of them that have 
bcught out their ſervices; that you would think I had a 
0 — 2 and fifty tatter d prodigals, lately come from 
ſwine keeping, from eating draff and husks. A mad fellow 
met me on the way, and told me, I had unloaded all 
the gibbets, and preſt the dead bodies. No eye hath ſeen 
ſuch skare-crows: I'll not march through Covent 
* with them, that's flat. Nay, and the villains mar 
© wide berwixt the legs, as if they had ſhackles on; for 
* indeed, I had the moſt of them out of priſon. There's 


* butaſhirt and a half in all my company; and the half 


© ſhirt is two napkins tack'd together, and thrown over 
© the ſhoulders fikea herald's coat without fleeves; and 
the ſhirt, to ſay the truth, ſtol'n from my - bolt of St. 


* Albans; or the red-nos'd Inn-keeper of Daintry. Bus 


that's all ane, they'll findlinnen enough onevery hedge, 
Enter Prince Henry, and Weſtmorland. 

P. Henry, How now, blown Jack ? how now, quilt 2 

Fal. What, Hal? How now, mad wag, what a devil 


doſt thou in Warwickſhire ? my good Lord of Weſtmorland, . 


I cry you mercy, Ithought your Honour bad already been 
at Shrewsbury. | ; 

ei. Faith, Sir John, tis more than time that I wers 
there, and you too; but my powers are there already. The 
King, I can tell you, looks for us all; we mult away all to- 
night. 


Fal. Tut, never fear me, I am as vigilant as a Cat, to 


P. Henry: 


ſteal cream. 
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P. Henry. I think to ſteal cream indeed, for thy theft 
have already made thee butter; but tell me, Jack, whole 
fellows are theſe that come after? 4 
Fal. Mine, Hal, mine. | «4 | 
P. Henry. I did never ſee ſuch pitiful raſcals. | | 


Fal. Tut, tut, good enough to toſs : food for powder, | 
food for powder ;. they'll fill a pit, as well as better; | 
tuſhman, mortal men, mortal men. | 2 

Weſt. Ay, but Sir John, methinks they are exceeding . 


and bare, too beggarly. | 
2574 Faith for <= ob I know not where they | 
Had that; and for their bareneſs, I am ſure they never 4 
. Jearn'd that of me. *. | 
P. Henry. No, I'll be ſworn, unleſs you call three | 
fingers on the ribs, bare. But, Sirrah, make haſte, 3 
Pero is already in the field. | 5 
Fal. What, is the King encamp'd? Ne gs : 
Weſt, He is, Sir John: I fear we ſhall ſtay too long. 
Fal. Well, * „ 
The latter end of a fray, and beginning of a feaſt, 
Fits à dull lighter, and a keen gueſt. CExennt. 
SCENE IV. Az Shrevwsbury. 
Enter 8 Worceſter, Dowglaſs, and Vernon. 

Hur. Well fight with him to- night. | | 
Mor. It may not be. 5 | 
Dow, You give him then advantage. | 
Fer. Not a whit. wk 1 

Hot. Why ſay you fo? looks he not for ſupply? 

Ver, Sodo we. . {ooh 

Hot. His is certain, oursisdoubtful, 8 | | 
Wer. Good coufinbe advis'd, ſtir not to · night. | 
Per. Do not, my lord. . 
Votu. Tou do not counſel well; | 

You ſpeak it out of fear, and from cold heart. | 

Pier. Do me no ſlander, Douglaſs: by my life., 
And I dare well maintain it with my life, : 
_ "If well reſpected honour bid me on, 

I hold as little counſel with weak fear, 

As you. my lord, or any Scor that lives. 

Let it be ſeen to- morrow in the battel, 

Which of us fears. 


'Your uncle Morceſter's horſe came but to-day, 


Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 


It 2 vouchſafe me hearing, and reſpect. 
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Dow. Yea, or to- night. 
Ver. Content. 
Hot. To-night, ſay I. 
Ver, Come, come, it may not be: I wonder much, 
Being men of ſuch great leading as you are, 
That you foreſee not what impediments 
Drag back our expedition; certain borſe 
Of my couſin Vernon's are not yet come up, 
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And now their pride and mettle is aſleep, 


That not a horle is half, half of himſelf. 

Hot, So are the horſes. of the enemy 
In gen'ral, journey-bated, and brought low: - 
Thohener part of ours are fullof reſt, | 

Wor. The number of the King's exceedeth ours: 
For God's ſake, couſin, ſtay till all come in. 

(The Trumpets ſound a parley- 
SCENE V. | 
Enter Sir Walter Blunt, 
Blunt. 1 come with gracious offers from the King, 


ot. Welcome, Sir alter Blunt: and would to God 
You were of our determination; 
Some of us love you well; andey'n thoſe ſome 
Envy your great deſervings, and good name, 
Becauſe you are not of our quality; 
But ſtand againſt us like an enemy. | 
Blunt, And heav*n defend, but (till I ſhould ſtand fo, 
So long as out of limit and true rule | 
You ſtand againſt anointed Majeſty. 
But to my Charge. The King hath ſent to know 
The nature of your Griefs, and whereupon 
You conjure from the Breaſt of civil Peace, 
Such bold Hoſtility, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious Cruelty. It thatthe King 
Have any way your good deſerts forgot, 
Which he confeſſeth to be manifold, = 
He bids ”% name your Griefs; and with all ſpeed 
You ſhall have your Deſires, with Intereſt: 
And Pardon abſolute for your ſelf, and theſe, 
1 Hereig 
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Herein miſ- led by your Suggeſtion, 
Hot. The King is kind: 
And well we know the King | 
Knows at what time to Promiſe, when to Pay. _ 

My Father, my Uncle, and my ſelf, 

Did give him that ſame Royalty he wears : 

And when he was not fix and twenty ſtrong, 

Sick in the Worlds regard, wretched and low; 

A poor unminded Out-law, ſneaking home, 

My Father gave him welcome to the Shore: 

And when we heard him ſwear, and vow to God, 

He came to be but Duke of Lancaſter, 

To ſue his Livery, and beg his Peace, 

With Tears of Innocency, and terms of Zeal : 

My Father, in kind Heart and Pity mov'd, 

Swore him aſſiſtance, and perform'd it too. 

Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realm 

© Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean t6 him, 

They more and leſs came in with Cap and Knee, 

Met him in Eouroughs, Cities, Villages, 

Attended him on Bridges, ſtood in Lanes 

Laid Gitts before him, proffer'd him their Oaths, 

Gave him their Heirs, as Pages follow'd him, 

Even at the Heels, in golden Multitudes. 

He preſently, as Greatneſs knows it ſelf, 

Steps mea little higher than his Vow 

Made to my Father while his Blood was poor, 

Upon the naked Shore at Ravenſpurg: 

And now, forthſooth, takes on him to reform 

Some certain Edicts, and ſome ſtrait Decrees, 

That lay too heavy on the Commonwealth 

- Cries out upon Abuſes, ſeems to weep 

Over his Country's Wrongs ; and by his Face, 

This ſeeming Brow of Juſtice, did he win 

The hearts of all that he did angle for. 

Proceeded further, cut me off the Heads 

Of all the Favourites, that the abſent King 

In deputation left behind him here, x 

W hen he was perſonal in the Ixiſh War. 

Blunt. Tut, I came not to heaFthis, 
Hot. Then to the point. oh 
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In ſhort time after, he depos'd the King, 
Soon after that, depriv'd him of his Life: 
7 neck of that, task d the whole State. 
To make that worſe, ſuffer'd his Kinſman Msrch, 
Whois, if every Owner were right plac'd, 
Indeed his King, to be engag'd in Wales, 
There, without Ranſom, to lie forfei:ed: 
Diſgrac'd me in my happy Victories, 
Sought to intrap me by Intelligence, 
Rated my Uncle from the Council Board, 
In rage diſmiſs'd my Father from the Court, 
Broke Oath on Oath, committing Wrong on Wrong, 
And in concleſi>n, drove us to ſeek out 
This Head of ſatety; and withal, to pry 
Into his Title; the which we find 
Too indirect, for long cont nuance. 
Blunt. Shall I return this anſwer to the King? 
Hot. Not ſo, Sir Walter. Well withdraw a while: 
Go to the King, and let there be impawn'd 
Some ſurety for a ſafe return again: 
And in the Horning early ſhall my Uncle 
Bring him our purpoſe; and fo farewel. 
Blunt. I would you would accept of Grace and Love. 
Hor. And't may be, ſo we ſhall. 
Blunt. Pray Heav'n you do. (Exeunt. 
| SCENE IV. 
Enter the Arch-Biſhop of Y ork, and Sir Michell. 
York. Hie, good Sir Michell, bear this ſcaled Brief, 
With winged haſte to the Lord Marſhal, 
This to my Couſin Scroop, and all the reft 
To whom they are directed. 
It you knew how much they do import, 
You wou'd make haſte. | 8 
Sir Michell. My good Lord, I gueſs their tenour. 
Yori, Like enough you do. 
To morrow, good Sir Michell, is a Day, 
Wherein the Fortune of ten thouſand Men 
Muſt bide the touch. For, Sir, at Shrewsbury, 
As I am truly given to underſtand, 
The King, with mighty and quick>raiſed Power, 
Meets with Lord Harry; and! fear, Sir Michel, 
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What with the Sickneſs of Northumberland, 
Whoſe Power was in the firſt Proportion; 
And what with Owen Glendower's abſence thence, 
Who with them was rated firmly too, 
And comes not in, over-rul'd by Prophecies, 
I tear the Power of Percy is too weak, 
To wage an inſtant trial with the King. | 
Sir Michell. Why, my good Lord, you need not fear, 
There is Douiglaſs, and Lord Mortimer, | 
Tork. No, Mortimer is not there. | 
Sir Michell. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord Harry 
And there is my Lord of Worceſter, | (Percy, 
And a Head of gallant Warriors, 
Noble Gentlemen. | 
York. And ſo there is, but yet the King hath drawn 
The ſpecial Hcad ot all the Land together: 
The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaſter, 
The noble Weſtmorland, and warlike Blunt; 
And many more Corrivals, and dear Men 
Ot Eſtimation, and command in Arms. 
Sir Michell. Doubt not, my Lord he ſhall be well oppos'd. 
Pork. I hope tio Yet needtul tis to fear, 
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And to prevent the Worſt, Sir Michell ſpeed; 
And if Lord Percy.thrive not, ere th: King 
Diſmiſs his Power he means to viſit us; 
For he hath heard of our Confederacy, 
And, tis but Wiſdom to make ſtrong againſt him: 
Therefore make haſte, I muſt go write again | 
To other Friends; and ſo farewel, Sir Michell. (Exeunt, 


AC v. 
SCENE 1. 


Enter Ring „Prince of Wales, Lor John of Lan- 
— Earl of Weſtmorland, Sir Walter Blunt, and 
Falſta 5 808 N 


* 


EK. Henry, LI O W bloodily the Sun begins to peer 
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And yet I muſt remember you; my Lord, 


That brought you home, and boldly did out- dare 
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At his Diſtemperature. 
P. Henry. The Sou hern Wind 
Doth play the Trumpet to his Purpoſes, 
And by his hollow whiſtliag in the Leaves, 
Fortelsa Tempeſt, anda bluſt'ring Day. 
K. Henry. Then with the Lolerslet it ſympathize, 
For nothing can ſcem ſowr to them that win. . 
(re Trumpet ſounds, 
Enter Worceſter. | 
K. Henry. How now, my Lord of Wor'ſter ? Tis not 
That you and I ſhou'd meet upon ſuch terms, (well, 
As now we meet. You havedeceiv'd our Truſt, 
And made us doff our eaſie Robes of Peace, 
To cruſn our old Limbs in ungentle Steel: 
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 
What ſay you to it? Will you again unknit 
This churliſh K not of all-abhorred War ? 
And move in that obedient Orb again, 
Where you did give a fare and natural Light, 
And be no more an exbai'd Meteor, 
A Prodigy of Fear, and a Portent 
Ot broached Miſchiet, to the unborn Times? 
Mor. Hear me, my Liege: 
For mineown part I could be well content 
To entertain the Lag-end of my Life 
With quict Hours : For Ido proteſt, 2 
I have not ſought the Day of this diſlike. (then? 
K. Henry. You have not ſought it; how comes it 
Fal. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 
P. Henry, Peace, Chewet, peace. 
Wor, Itpleas'd your Majeſty, to turn your Looks 
Of Favou-, from my Self, and all our Houſe ; 


We were the firſt, anddeareſt of your Friends: 
For you, my Staff of Office did Ibreak | 

In Richards time, and poſted Day and Night 
To meet you on the way, and kiſe your Hand, 
W hen yet you weir e in place, and in acccount 
Nothing ſo ſtrong and fortunate as I: 

It was my ſelf, my Brother, and his Son, 
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The danger ot the time, Vou ſwore to us, - 
And you did ſwear that oath at Doncaſter. 
That you did nothing purpoſe *gainſt the State, 
Nor claim no further, than your new fal'n Right, 
The Seat of Gaunt, Dukedom of Lancaſter. 
To this, we ſware our Aid: But in ſhort ſpace, 
It ri ind down Fortune, ſhowring on your Head, 
And ſuch a Flood of Greatneſs fell on y ou, 
What with our help, what with the abſent King, 
- Whatwiththe Injuries of wanton Time, 
| The ſeeming Sufferances that you had born, 
And thecontrarious Winds that held the King 
So long in the unlucky 1riſþ Wars, 
That al in Engianddidrepute him dead; 
And from this ſwarm of fair Advantages, 
| You took occaſion to be quickly woo'd, 
To gripe the general ſway into your Hand : 
Forgot your Oath to us at Doncaſter, 
And being fed by us, you us d us ſo, 
As that ungentle Gull, the Cuckow's Bird, 
Uſeth the ſparrow, did oppreſs our Neſt, 
- Grew by our feeding to ſo great a Bulk, 
That even our Lovedurſt not come near your Sight 
For fear of ſwallowing ; but with nimble Ving | 
We were inforc'd for {afety's ſake, to fly | 
Out of your Sight, and raiſe this preſent Head, 
WM bereby we ſtand oppoſed by ſuch means 
A you your ſelf have torg'dagainſt your felf, 


„ TOTS; For To ET IT EE EO RS 


By unkind Uſage, dangerous Countenance, | R 
And violation of all Faith and Troth * 
Sworn to us in your younger Enterprize, | y W 
K. Henry, Theſe things, indeed, you have articulated, W 
Proclaim'd at Market Croſſes, read in Churches, 
To face the Garment of Rebellion | To 
With ſome fine Colour, that'may pleaſe the Eye 7 * 
Of fickle Chapgelings, aud poor Diſcontents, 
Which gape and rub the Elbow at the New Fo 
Of hurly burly Innovation: | An 
And never yet did Inſurrection want 
Such Water. colours, to impaint his Cauſe; g F 
Nor moody Beggars, ſtarving tor a time 5 


— 


Sir 70 HN FAL STAFF. 


of pell-mell Havock, and Confuſion, 


P. Henry. In both our Armies, there is many a Soul 


'Shall pay tull dearly for this Encounter, 


If once they join in trial. Tell your Nephew, 


The Prince of Wales doth join with all the World f 
In praiſe of Henry Percy : by my Hopes, 

(This preſent enter prize ſet oft his Head,) * 

I do not think a braver Gentleman“ f 


More Active, Valiant, or more val ant Young, 
More daring, or more bold is now alive, 

To grace this latter Age with noble Deeds. 

For my part, I may ſpeak it to my Shame, 

I have a Truant been to Chivalry. 

And ſo, I hear, he doth account me too: 

Yet this before my Father's Majeſt y, 

I am content that he ſhall take the odds 

Of hisgreat Name and Eſtimation, 


And will, to ſave the Blood on either ſide, 


Try Fortune with him in a ſingle Fight. 

K. Henry. And, Prince ot Wales, ſo dare we venture 
Albeit, Conſiderations infinite _ (thee, 
Do make againſt it: No, good Wor'ſzer, no, | 
We love our People well; even thoſe we love 
That are miſ-led upon your Couſin's part: 

And will they take the offer of our Grace; 


Both he, andthey, and you, yea, every Man 


Shall be my Friend again, and Ill be his. 
So tell your Couſin, and bring me word 
What he will do. But if he will not yield, 
Rebuke and dread Correction wat on us, 
And they Thall do their Office. So be gone, 
We will not now be troubled with Reply, 
We offer fair, take it adviſedly. (Exit Worceſter. 
P. Henry. It will not be accepted on my Life. 
The Dowglaſs and the Hor. ſpur both together, 
Are confident againſt the World in Arms. (Charge. 
K. Henry. Hence therefore, every Leader to his 
For on their An{wer will we ſet on them: 
And God befriends us, as our Cauſe is juſt. 
Manent Prince Henry and Falſtaff, 
Fal. Hal, It thou ſee me down in the Battel, 


And 
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Exeunt. 


1 
| 
| 


72 K. HENRYIV. and 


And beſtride me, ſo; tis a Point of Friendſhip. 
P. Henry. Nothing but a Coloſſus can do thee that 
Say thy Prayers, and farewel, _ (Friendſhip: 
Fal. I would it were Bed time, Hal, and 1 well. 
P. Henry. Why, theu oweſt Heav'n a Death. 
Fal. Tis not due yet: I would he loth to pay him be- 
tore his Day. What need I be fo forward with him that 
calls not on me? Well, tis no matter, Honour pricks 
me on. But how if Honour prick me off when 1 come 


on How then? can Honour ſet too a Leg? No. Or an 


Arm: No. Or take away the Grief of a Wound ? No. 
Honour hath no Skill in Surgery then? No. Wbat is 
Hcnour? A word, What is that Word Honour? Air; 
A trim reckoning. Who hath it? He that dy'd a Wed- 
neſday. Doth he feel it? No. Doth he hear it? No. Is 
it inſenſible then? Yea, to the dead. But will it not live 
with the living? No. Why? Detraction will not ſuffer 
it, therefore II none of it. Honour is a meer Scutcheon, 


and ſo ends my Catechiſm. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Worceſter, and Sir Richard Vernon. 

Wor. O no, my Nephew muſt not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberal kind Offer of the King. 

Ver. Twere beſt he did. | 

Wor. Then we are all undone. 
It is not poſſible, it cannot be, 
The King would keep his Word in loving us, + 
He v ill ſuſpect us ſtill, and find a time 
To puniſh this Offence in other Fault: | 
Suſpicion, all our Lives, ſhall be ſtruck full of Eyes; 
For Treaſon is but truſted like the Fox, 
Whone'erſo tame, ſo cheriſh'd, and lock d up, 
Will have a wild trick of his Anceſtors; 

Look how we can, or ſad, or merrily, 

Interpretation will miſquote our Looks, 
And vve ſhall feed like Oxen at a Stall, 55 N 
The better cheriſh'd, ſtill the nearer deatu. 
My Nephew's Treſpaſs may be well forgot, 
It hath the excuſe ot Youth, and heat of Blood, 


(Exeunt 


— — — —. 11. 
— — — —— 
2 —ů—ů ů — : eg DH—en - 


And an adopted Name of Privilege, Ai 


FOR. RY” oy 8 4 — 


T 
U 


— ,,, «,, % OP 


sir FOHN FALSTAFF. 73 


A hare-brain'd. Her- ſpur, govern'd by a Spleen; 
All his Offences live upon my Head, . 
And on his Father's, We did train him on, 
And his Corruption being ta'en from us, 
We as the Spring of all, ſnall pa y for all: 
Therefore, good Couſin, let not Herry know, - 
In any caſe, the Offer of the _ 
Ver, Deliver what you will, I'll ſay *tis ſo. 
Here comes your Couſin. 
Enter Hot-ſpur and Dowglaſs, 
Hot. My Uncle is return'd: 
Deliver up my Lord of Weſtmorland. 
Uncle, what News? 
Wor. The King will bid you Battel preſently. 
Dow. Defie him by the Lord of Weſtmorland. 
Hot. Lord Dowglaſs; go you and tell him ſo. 
Dow. Marry and ſhall, and very willingly. 
| (Exit Dowglaſs, 
Wor. There is no ſeeming Mercy in the King, 
Hot. Did you beg any ? God forbid. 
Wor, I told him gently ot our Grievances, 
Of his Oath- breaking; which he mended thus, 
By now forſwearing that he is forſworn. 
He calls us Rebels, Traitors, and will ſcourge 
With haughty Arms, this hateful Name in us. 
| Enter Dowyglaſs. 
Dow, Arm, Gentlemen, to Arms, for I have thrown 
A brave Defiance in King Henry's Teeth : 
And Weſtmorland that was ingag d did bear it, 
Which cannot chuſe but bring him quickly on. 
Wor, The prince of ales ſtept forth before the King 


And, Nephew, challeng'd you to ſingle Fight. | 


Hot. O, would the Quarrel lay upon cur Heads, 
And that no Man might draw ſhort Breath to Day, 
Butl and Harry Monmouth. Tell me, tell me, 
How ſhew'd his Talking! Seem'dit in Contempt? 
Ver. No by my Soul: I never in my Lite 
Did hear a Challenge urg'd more modeſtly, 
Unleſs a Brother ſhould a Brother dare, 
To gentle exerciſe and proot of Arms. 
He gave you all the Duties of a Man, | _— 
T4 | D Trim d 
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Trim d up your Praiſes with a princely Tongue, 
Spoke your deſcrvings like a Chronicle, 
Making you ever better than his Prai ſe, 
By ſtill diſpraiſing Praiſe, valu'd with you: 
And which became him like a Prince indeed, 
He made a bluſhing Cital of himſelf, 
And chide histrewant Youth ſo with a Grace, 
As if he maſter'd there a double Spirit 
Of teaching and of learning inſtantly : 
There did he pauſe. But let me tell the World, 
If he out-live the Envy of this Day, 
England did never owe fo ſweet a Hope, 
So much miſconſtrued in his Wontonneſs. 
Hot, Couſin, I think thou art enamoured 
On his Follies ; never did [ hear 
Of any Prince ſo wildat Liberty, 
But be he as he will, yet ence ere Ni 
Iwill embrace him with a Soldier's Arm, 
That he ſhall ſhrink under my Courteſie, 
Arm, arm with! 
Better conſider what you baveto do, 
Than I, that have not well the Gift of Tongue, 
Can lift your Blood up with Perſuaſion, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. My Lord, here are Letters for you, 
Hot. I cannot read them now. 
O Gentlemen, the time of life is ſhort : 
To ſpend that ſhortneſs baſely were too long, 
Tho Life did ride upon a dial's Point, 
Still ending at the Arrival of an Hour. 
And if we live, we live to tread on Kings: | 
It die; brave Death, when Princes die with us. 
Now for our Conſciences, the Arms are fair, 
When the Intent for bearing them is juſt. 
Enter another Meſſenger. - 
Meſ. My Lord, prepare, the King comes on apace. 
Hot. I thank him, chat he cuts me from my Tale, 
For I profeſs not talking: Only this, 


Let each Man do his beſt, And here I drew my Sword, 


Whoſe worthy Temper I intend to ſtain 
With the beſt Blood that I can meet withal, ; 
| | n 


And Fellows, Soldiers, Friend: 
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In the adventure of this perilous Day. 
Now Eſperance, Hercy, and ſet on: 
Sound all the lofty Inſtruments of War, 
And by that Muſick, let us all embrace : 
For Heav'n to Earth, ſome of us never 
A ſecond time do ſuch a courteſie. 
They Embrace, then exeunt. The Trumpets ſound, the 
King entereth with his Power ; alarm unto the Battel, Then 
enter Dovyglaſs and Sir Walter Blunt. 
Blunt. What is thy Name, that in Battel thus thow 
croſleſt me? 

What Honour doſt thou ſeek upon my Head? 

Dow. Know then, my Name is Dowglaſs, 
And I do haunt thee in the Battel thus, 


Becauſe ſome tell me, that thou art a King. 


Blunt. They tell thee true. | 
Dow. The Lord of Stafford dear to day hath bought 
Thy Likeneſs; for inſtead of thee, King Harry, 


' This Sword hath ended him, ſo ſhall it b 


Unleſs thou yield thee as a Priſoner, 
Blunt. 1 was not born to yield, thou haughty Scot, 
And thou ſhalt find a King that will revenge 
Loid Stafford's Death. | 
Fight, Blunt is ſlain, then enter Hot- ſpur. 
Hor. O Dowglaſs, haſt thou fought at Holmedon thus, 
I never had triumph'd o'er a Scot. 
Dow. All's done, all's won, here breathleſs lies the 


Hot. W here ? | (King. 


Dow. Here. 1 

Hot. This, Dowglaſs? No, I know this Face full well: 
A gallant Knight he was, his Name was Blunt, 
Semblably turniſh'd like the King himſelf, 

Dow. Ah! Fool go with thy Soul whither it goes, 
A borrow'd Title thou haſt bought too dear. 
hy didſt thou tell me, that thou wert a King? 

ot. The King hath many marching in his Coats. 

Dow. Now by my Sword, T will kill all his Coats, 
I'll murther all his Ward- robe Piece by Piece, 
Until I meet the King. 

Hot. Up and away, 


: 


Y 8 
Our Soldier's ſtand _— for the Day. (E xeunt. 
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| Alarm, enter Falſtaff ſolus. 

Ful. Though I could ſcape ſhot-free at London, I fear 
the Shot here: Here's no ſcoring, but upon the Pate. Soft, 
who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt? there's Honour for you; 
here's no Vanity; I am as hot as moulten Lead, and as 
heavy too: Heay'n keep Lead out of me, I need no 
more Weight than mine own Bowels, I have led my 
Rag- o- Muffians wo-re they are pepper'd; there's not three 
of my hundred and fifty left alive, and they for the Towns 

en d to beg during Lite, But who comes here: 


nter Prince Henry. 
P. Henry. W hat, ſtand'ſt thou idle here? lend me thy 
Many a noble Man ly es ſtark and ſtiff (Sword, 
Under the Hoots of vaunting Ene mies, (Sword. 


Whoſe Deaths are unreveng'd. Prithee lend me thy 
Fal, O Hal, I prithee give me leaveto breath a while, 
Turk Gregory never did ſuch Deeds in Arms, as I have 
done this Day, I have paid Percy, I have made him ſure. 
P. Henry. He is indeed, and living to kill thee: 
] prithee lend me thy Sword, | 
Fal. Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou get'ſt not my 
Sword: but take my piſtol if thou wilt. 
P. Henry. Give it me: What, is it in the Caſe ? 
Fal. Ny Hal, tis hot. There's that will ſack a City. 
pres © (The Printe draws out a Bottle of Sack. 
P. Henry. What, is it a time to jeſt and dally now? 
Throꝛus it at him, and Exit. 
Fal. If Perc be alive, I'll pierce him; if he do come 
in my way, ſo; if he do not, if I come in his, willingly, 
let him make a Carbonado ot me. I like not ſuch grin- 
ning Honour as Sir Walter hath : Give me Life, which 
if Jean ſave, ſo; if not, Honour comes unlook'd for, 
and there'san end. | (Exit. 
SCENE III. 
Alarm, Excurſions, Enter the King, the Prince, Lord 
John Lancaſter, and the Earl of Weſtmorland. | 
K. Henry. 1 prithee, Hamy, withdraw thy ſelf, thou 
dleedeſt too much: Lord John of Lancaſter, go you with 
Lan. Not I, my Lord, unleſs I did bleed too. (him. 
P., Henry. I beſeech your Majeſty make up- | 
Leſt your —— your Friends. 


” 


K. Henry. 


. 
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* 


Sir FOHN FALSTAFP. 77 


XK. Henry, I willdo ſo: | | 
My Lord of Weſtmorland, lead him to his. Tent, 
Weſt. Come my Lord, I'll lead you to your Tent, 
P. Henry. Lead me, my Lord! I do not need yur 
And Heav'a forbid a ſhallow Scratch ſhould drive * 
The Prince of Wales from ſuch a Field as this, 
Where ſtain'd Nobility lyes trodden on, 
And Rebels Arms triumph in Maſſacres. 
Lan. We breath too long; come Couſin Weſtmorland,. 
Our Duty this way lyes, for Heav'ns fake come. by 
P. Henry. By Heav'n thou haſt deceiv'd me, Lancaſter, 
I did not think thee Lord of ſuch a Spirit: 
Before, I lov'd thee as a Brother, 2 3. 
But now, I do reſpect thee as my Soul. 
K. Henry, I faw him hold Lord Percy at the Point, 
With luſtier Maintenance than I did look for 
Of ſuchan ungrown Warrior. 
P. Henry.. G this Boy, lends Mettle to us all, (Exit. 
Enter Dowglals, f 
Dow. Another King? they grow like Hydra's Heads: 
Lam the Dowglaſs fatal to all thoſe 
That wear thoſe Colours on them, What art thou 
That counterfeit'ſt the Perſon of a King? 
. Henry, The King himſelf, who, Dowglaſs, grieves: 
Zo many of his Shadows thou halt met, (at Heart: 
ud not the very King: I have two Boys. 
Se Percy and thy Self about the Field; 
But Keing thou fall'ſt on me ſo luckily 
Iwill üſſay thee : So defend thy ſelf. 
Dow. I fear thou art another Counterfeit. 
And yet in faith thou bear'ſt thee like a King: 
But mine I am ſure thouart, who e er thou be, 
And thus I wia thee. 
(They fight: The King being in Danger, Enter Princes: 
Henry. 
P. Henry. Hold up thy Head, vile Scot, or thou art like: 
Never to hold it up again: The Spirits 
Of valiant Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in thy Armsz. 
It is the Prince of Wales that threats thee,. 
Who never promiſeth, but means to pay,.. . ... 
D % 
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| (They fight,” Dowplaſs flyeth. 
Chearly, my Lord; how: fares —— ? * N. 
Sir Nicholas Gaw/ey hath for Succour ſent, 
And ſo hath Clifton: i'l to Clifton ſtreight. 

K. Henry. Stay and breath a while. 
Thou haſt redeem d my loſt Opinion. 

And ſhew d thou mak ſt ſome tender of my Lite 
In this tear Reſcue thou haſt brought to me. | 

P. Henry. O Heav'n, they did me too much Injury, 

That ever ſaid I hearkned to your Death, © —- 

If it were ſo, I might have let alone | 
"The inſulting hand of Dowglaſs over you, 8 
Which would have been as ſpeedy in your end, 

As all the poiſonous Potions in the World, | | 
And ſav d the treacherous Labour of your Son, . 
EK. Henry. Make up to Clifton, I'll to Sir Nicholas 
 Gawpey, 3 neun 

| Enter Hotſpur. ; 4 
Hor. If I miſtake not thou art Harry Monmouth. 
P. Henry. Thou ſpeak'ſt as if I would deny my Name. 
Hot. My Name is Harry Percy. ‚ 

P. Henry. Why then I ſee a very valiant Rebel of that 
Iam the Prince of Wales; and think not, Percy, (Name. 
To ſhare with me in Glory any more: 
Two Stars keep not their Motion in-one Sphere, 

Nor can one England brook a double Reign, 

Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales. 

Hor. Nor ſhall it, Harry, for the Hour is come 

Toecnd the one of us; and would to Heav'n 
Thy Name in Arms were now as greatas mine. 

P. Henry. Vil make it greater, e'er I part trom thee, 

And all the budding Honours on thy Creſt, 

I crop, to make a Garland for my Head. 

Het. I can no longer brook thy Vanities. (Fight. 
n Enter Falſtaff. 0 

Fal. Weil faid, Hal, to it Hal, Nay, youſhall find no 

Boys Play here, I can tell you. 
Inter Dowglaſs, he fights with Falſtaff, who falls down 
asf he were dead. The Prince lills Percy. | 
Hot. Ob Harry thou hat robb'd me of my Youth: 
I better brook the Loſs of Brittle Life, : 
Than 
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Than thoſe proud Titles thou haſt won ot me, 
They 1 my thoughts worſe, than thy ſword. my 
Fleſh; | 
But thought's the Slave of Life, and Lite Time's Fool ; 
And Time that takes ſurvey of all the World, 
Muſt have a ſtop. O, Icould propheſie, 
But that the Earth, and the cold Hand of Death, 
Lyes on my Tongue: No, Percy, thou art Duſt, 


And Food for — (Dies. 
P. Henry. For Worms, brave Percy. Farewel, great 


Heart: 

Il. weav'd Ambition, how much Art thou ſhrunk ! 
When that this Body did contain a Spirit, 

A Kingdom for it was too ſmall a Bound: 

But now two Paces of the vileſt Earth 

Is room enough. This Earth that bears thee dead, 
Bears not alive ſo ſtout a Gentleman. 

If thou weit ſenſible of Cour teſie, 
4 ſhould not make ſo great a ſhow of Zeal. 

But let my favours hide thy mangled Face, 

And cv'n in thy behalt, I' thank my ſelf 

For doing theſe fair Rites of Tenderneſs. 

Adieu, and take thy praiſe with thee to Heav'n, 

Thy Ignominy ſleep with thee in the Grave, 
But not remembred in thy Epitaph. (tie ſees Falſtaff. 
What! Old Aequaintance! Could not all this fleſn 
Keep in a little Life? Poor Fact, farew¾el. 
could have better ſpar d a better Man, 

O, 1 ſhould have a heavy miſs of thee, 

If I were much in love with Vanity. 

Death bath nor ſtruck ſo fat a Deer to Day, 


Though many a dearer in this bloody Fray: — 
Imbowell'd will I fee thee by and by, = 
Till thea in blood my noble Percy lye. (Exit. 3 
Falſtaff riſes up. 3 

Fal. ImboweiPd! It*+thou imbowel me to Day, Pll 


give you leave to powder me, and eat me too to Morrow, 
"Twas time to counterfeit, or that hot Termagant Scot 
had paid me ſcot and lot too. Counterfeit, Iam 
no Counterfeit ; to die, is to bea Counterfeit; for he is 


but the Counterfeit of a Man, who hath not the life of a 
g Man 2 1 


8 K. HENRY IV. and 


Man ] But to counterfeit dying, when a Man thereby liv. 
eth, is to be no Counterfeit, but the true and perfect 


Image of Life indeed. The better part of Valour, is 


Diſcretion; in the which better part, I have ſaved my 
Life. Iam afraid of this Gun-Powder Percy, though he 
be dead: How if he ſhall counterfeittoo, and riſe? I am 
afraid he would prove the better Counterteitz therefore 
Il make him ſure; yea, and 1˙Il {wear I kill'd hia, Why 
may not he riſe as well as I ? Nothing confutes me but 
Eyes, and no Body ſees me. Therefore, Sirrah, with a 
new Wound in your Thigh, come you along with me. 

(Takes Hot-ſpur on his Back, 

Enter Prince Henry and John of Lancaſter. 

P. Henry. Come Brother John, full bravely haſt thou 
Thy Maiden Sword. F (fleſh 

Lan. But ſoft, ho have we here? 

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 

P. Henry, I did, I ſaw him dead, 

' Breathleſs, and bleeding on the Ground: Art thou alive, 
Or is it Fantaſie that plays upon our Eye - ſight? 

I prithee ſpeak, we will not truſt our Eyes 

Without our Ears. Thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt, 

Fal. No, that's certain; I am not a double Man; but 
if lam not Jack Falſfaff, then am I a Jack: There is 
Percy, if your Father will do me any Honour, ſo; if not 
let him kill the next Percy himſelf. I look either to be 
Earl or Duke I can aſſure you. _ 

F. Henry. Why, Percy 1 kilbd, my ſelf, and ſaw thee: 


Fal. Didſt thou? Lord, Lord, how the World is given 
to Lying! I grant you I was down and out of Breath, and 
lo was he, but we roſe both at an inſtant, and fought a 
long hour by Shrewsbury Clock: If I may be believed. 
10; if not, let them that ſhould reward valour bear the 
fin upon their own heads. I'll takeꝰt on my Death I gave 
him this wound in the Thigh: it the Man were alive, 
and 2 deny it, I would make him eat a piece of my 
Sword. | | 
Tan. This is the ſtrangeſt Tale that e'er I heard. | 
P. Henry. This is the ſtrangeſt Fellow, Brother 7b, 
Come bring j our Luggage nobly on your Back: ” 
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For my part, if a Lye may do thee grace, 
I'll gild it with the happieſt Terms I have. | 
445 (A Rerreat is ſounded, 
The Trumpets ſound Retreat, the Day is ours: 
Come Brother, let's to the higheſt of the Field, 
To fee what Friends are living who are dead. 
[Exeunt. 
Ful. T'll follow as they ſay, for Reward. He that re- 
wards me, Heav'n reward him. If I do grow great a- 
gain, I'll grow leſs; for I'll purge, and leave Sack, and 
live cleanly, as a Noble- Man ſhould do. (Exit. 
| SCENE IV. | 
The Trumpets ſound : Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, | 
Lord John of Lancaſter, Ear! of Weſtmorland, with 
Worceſter and Vernon Priſoners. 
K. Henry, Thus ever did Rebellion find Rebuke, 
Ill-ſpirited Worceſter, did we not ſend Grace, 
Pardon, and terms of Love to all of you? 
And would'ſt thou turn our Offers contrary? 
Miſuſe the Tenor of thy Kinſman's Truſt? 
Three Knights upon our 2 ſlain to Day, 
A noble Earl and many a Creature elſe 
Had been alive this hour, 
If like a Chriſtian thou had'ſt truly born, 
Betwixt our Armies, true Intelligence, 
Wor, What have I done, my ſatety urg'd me to, 
And I embrace this Fortune patiently, 
Since not to be avoided, it falls on me. | 
K. Henry. Bear Worceſter to death, and Vernon too, 
Other Offenders we will pauſe upon, 
[Ex, Worceſter and Vernen, 
How goes the Field? 
P. Henry. The;noble Scot, Lord Dowglaſs, when he 
The Fortune of the Pay quite turn q from him, (flaw 
The noble Percy ſlain, and all his Men 
Upon the Foot of fear, fled with the reſt; 
And falling from a Hill, he was ſo bruis'd 
That the Purſuers took him. At my Tent 
The Dowzlaſs is, and I beſcegþ your Grace 
I may diſpoſe of him. 
K. Henry. With all my Heart. 
| P, Henry. 
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P. Henry. Then Brother John of Lancaſter, 


To you this Honourable Bounty ſhall belong: 


Go to the Dowgls/s, and deliver him 

Upto his Pleaſure, ranſomleſsand fiee: 

His Valour ſhewnupon our Creſts to Day, 

Hath taught us how to cheriſh ſuch high deeds, 

Even inthe Boſom of our Adverſaries. | | 
EK. Henry, Then this remains; that we divide o 
You Son Sohn, and my Couſin Heſtmorland, (Power. 
Towards York ſhall bend you, with your deareſt ſpeed 
To meet Northumberland, and the Prelate Scroop, 
Who, as we hear are buſily in Arms, 

My ſelt and my Son Harry will towards Wales, 

To fight with Glendo wer, and the Earl of March. 
Rebellion in this Land ſhall loſe his way, 


| Meeting the Check of ſuch another Day; 


And ſince this Buſineſs ſo far is done, 
Let's not lcave off till all our own be won. 
| [Exennt. 
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Letters of Abelard and Heloiſe, to which is prefix d a 
rticular Account of their Lives, Amours and Mis for- 
tunes. The Fifth Edition, corrected. To which is added 
Heloiſe to Abelard, by Mr. Pope, Price ſtitch'd 15. 14. 
The Dramatick Works of Me. Congreve, neatly 1 
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Travels of Cyrus. A Britih Halt-Crown. = 
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| 


Bound and Letter'd, 3 Britiſh Shillings. 4 

JUST PUBLISH'D, - 
ERSIAN Letters, tranſlated from the French b 
Mr. Ozell. Price neatly Bound and Letter'd, E 


Britiſh Half- Crown. N 
The Gentleman's Pocket-Farrier; ſhewing howto 
uſe your Horſe on a Journey, and what Remedies are 
proper for common Misfortunes that may befal him on 
the Road, By Capt. William Burdon. Price Bound 
, ABritiſu-Shilling, Or Stitch'd, a Britiſh Sixpence. 2 
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Speriſh Fryar. e 

Laing Junius oak Tater of his Country * 
Orphan. r 
Caius Alaius. 
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| Et alter d by Mr. POPE, 


Gihello, alter d Ger Me P PE. 
©: Theodoſius, Force of 2a 
All tor Love, or the World well loſt. 


Libertine. 


| | Mourning Bride. 


Fenice Preſery d. 


Her the _ or the Hamours of Sir John aue N 


5 . 0 0 M E D 1 E S. 
SARELESS: Hosband. 

Ka -4 Old Batche: Or. | 

Bae Cutter, of Colejaqn-Street. 

F ars Opera. 

 -Yolly, an Opera being the Second part. 


Sthvia, an Opera. 


bas Farce, or the Pleafuresof the Tow. : 


Tote tor Love. dy 

_; Devil of Dae . | > -a 460% . 
Double Bealer. a „ 1 Rath 7 
Wap of the World. e 
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a "You walk for a Wife. | 0 3) 
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